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ORIGINAL POEMS. 


OCONEE 


EP1LOGUE, writ for Mrs. PrrTcnarD, 


in the. Play, call 4 the Maſſacre of 
Faris. 


OO R. once fam'd Lee, when he 
r compos d this Play, 

ä Brainſick, and touch d, on Bedlam's 
1 borders lay, 

And 'twas no wonder---for, in ſober Sadneſs, 
Church Maſſacres wou'd ſcare even Saints to 
madneſs. | 


O, Ladies! heaven forbid ſuch ſerious frights ! 1 
Such ſtrange dead doings--0n your weddi ng ht ghts! 
Vor. „ I , Kill 


Our are more open, honeſt, aſſociations.” 
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Kill us, with &indneſs, let em if they dare : 
But downright dying ---- ah! ---- what © bride 
could bear? . * 


* 


Twi are thy trophies, France . no Briton 

dares, 

With tame, cold murder, FO the croſs he bears. 

In day's broad face, o'er ſeven French mounds 
% 

But labs not, in the dark, in lep 8 2 chambers : : 

No baſe Halli 2 plots defame theſe nations, 

Generous, in an ger, with reluctant glow, 

Our brave, blunt ſoldier beats, yet ſpares, his 
foe : ; 5 

Ieeps,while he Cw 3 fain, to ſee 


Kings, call'd Mojt Cbriſtian, more like -Turks 


than ne q 
Well! tis no matter ill let France deceive us-- 
Sound ſtrength, and Engl. iſh knocks, can ſoon 


reheve us. 


Yer, while this faithl: fs Prince, on 2 all ſides, 
plies us, | 
Let us not teach his trade [men to deſpiſe 1 us : 
Cover'd 


* 


ORIGINAL PoENMS. 4 
Cover'd with guile, let art's low tricks be theits, 
Ours to repel their arms, and ſpurn their airs; 
May that mi/taken taſte be ſtary'd to reaſon, 
That does not think French . 2 


treaſon. 

Souſe their cook's talent · and cut ſhort their 
taylors, | | 

Wear your own /ace --- eat beaf, like VERNON'S 
ſailors, 


Or good ſound Murton's manly juice delight in, 

Your Chicken's d la daub's no food for fighting. 

Seem we not ſlaves, while to their language 
leaning, 


We teach our ſon's firſt words to liſp French 


meaning? 


Wak, on their modes, -- or bow, beneath their 
feather, 

Sweep out French tongues, tails, fops, and faith, 
r 

Laugh at their Jargon, bid diſdainful Satire 

Blot from your ſtile, tapis and reconnoitre: 

Gott, and eſcort to taſte and guard, --- reſtore, 

And ad, and zalk, plain Engliſb, evermore. 


B 2 NoR 
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Non let the youth, who means for ſþo!l to 


ſcramble, 


Trip, like patch'd, petite maitre's puny amble ! 
[ Imitating the modiſb effeminate tread] 


Step out, bluff Br:itons---not diſgrace good eating: 


Light pumps, and ſhort, minc'd fleps, half bode 
retreating. | 
Man, on his mien, ſhould carry firm defiance : 
Yet --- let his modeſt heart ſigh ſoft compliance. 
So, ſhall his miſtreſs graſp her fame's defender, 
And waſte no vibes, on a falſe pretender, 
Fix'd, as her oaks, ſhall Britain's freedom flouriſh ; 
And France and Spain, CHIMERIC TEMPESTS 
nouriſh. 


Fix'D, with this foretaſte of my country's zeal, 
Verſe is (alone) too faint, for what I feel! 
Help me, ye ſouls of Mus1cx --- come --- and 
SING, Dy 
Tune my touch'd heart's plain prayer---- God 
ſave the King. 


[Maving her handkerchief, as a ſignal for 
Mr. Beard, and other fingers to enter. 


PRA 
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4 
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PROLOGUE. 
N this faint age, when Britiſh growth is 
miſſing, | 

And dapper beaux want ſtilts to climb to &/ſing ; 
Ill dares an author hope your pardon granted, 

Who gives a man, more woman, than he wanted. 

os But I, to comfort him, have been declaring, 

WM You can forgive all ſins, you take your ſhare in. 

let me look round aye - tis my firm” per- 

1 : . 2 aff on, | 


Your calls, that way, outgo your beſt occafion. 


Two wives! what then --- ſuppoſe 'em 7400 


and twenty, 
Spendthriſts ſhou'd never frown, on others plenty. 
And pray, what /g have you, to rail at chang- 
ing, 
Who till, quit /d, for new --- and live, for 
ranging ? | 
Juſt warm one's hopes, to glowing expeclation, 
Then, baulk one --- in the nick of provocation. 
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Hekx's, your fir/t ſpouſe, good reverend, Mrs. 
Drury / 
By turns, the object of your ſmiles, and fury, 
Has, for an age, been yours, in form, and faſhion, 
Lull'd every care, to fſeep---ſooth'd every paſſion ; 


Yet, almoſt in her v/ew, you quite renounce her, 


For a huge, rampant, Covent-Garden bouncer 1 
Fie, fie, tis ENGLISH policy —it favours, 


| Of want of W1 T, not to divide your favours. 

1 Now here, now there, might half d:/guſe the 
| treaſon, 

| Or, a w:ſe wife wou'd WINK-»- who found ſuch 
| reaſon. | 

] But, to forget entirely, while you wander, 

| Who claims, at home, the rights, you looſely MR 


—_ 
Rs 2 


| ſquander, 
O'erturns a matron's peace, however ſtable, | 3 
| And proves (if not ungenerous) you're unable. 1 


| WIL! after all, when we no longer pleaſe ye, 
'Tis want of ſenſe, and policy, to teize ye. 

| . Time may befriend our hopes - and, till that 
| _ bleſſmg 

| Comes, in its turn, once more, to our poſſeſſing; 
| | Grant 
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Grant us one modeſt prayer - and, from that 


minute, 
If eier we murmur, ſay, --- the Woman's-in it: 
Give us your evenings only, when we' claim ye, 
Lie, where you pleaſe, all night — we u never 


= 
\ \ 
\ 


blame ye. 
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PRroLOGU E, intended to have been ſpoken 


at Lady Jane Grey. 


LL danger paſt, in Greece, I'm hither come, 
Poſt haſte, to have one timely ſtroke, at 
Rome, 1 
Papiſts ! have at ye — /laves of ſuperſtition ! 
I'll rack the rackers — in my Inguiſition. 


Wurx {in return for tricks, your 5. 25 have 
| ſhow” d us) 


We burn th' all-burning Pope, for bullies ow'd u us, 
Nome ſays, we PERSECUTE—Oh! front amazing | 


Snz—that ſo oft, ſet Smithfield fires a-blazing ! 
We — roaſt a Pope of firaw— for recreation; — 


SHE — LUMPS us to the Devir — and roaſts the 
NATION. 


B 4 = Dark, 


8 ORIGINAL Pokus. 

Dark, ſowre, proud, bloody, — turbulent and 
vain ! 

Bodies, and Souls, muſt burn — or bear her 
chain, 


PREACHING, or plotting — Rome's true plan 
is POWER : 
Bleſſing, ſhe RoBs! —and worſhips —to DEVOUR | 
BLoop is her 74ſle — Religion — her DISGUISE : 
Her ſons are MURD'RERs — and her Saints — are 
Lies: 


Faith's a/chymift! renown'd for TRANSMUTATION, 


She finds rank HERESY —in REFORMATION. 


On ! what 9b/equzous babes imbibe her lectures! 
No buſy ſearchers, they! no bold ſuſpeFors ! 
Plant believers ! they, by wholeſale, ſwallow : 
And, like tame geeſe—(implicit cacklers !) follow. 
Thought, truth, ſenſe, ScrIPTURE — all — are 

guides, that STRAY. 
Nothing, forſooth's INFALLIBLE — but THEY! 


Ask this Church Cockatrice, what RIGHT it 
crows by; 

DARKNEss, you'll find, is all the Ig, it goes by. 

| | ; Hoods 
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ORIGINAL PoE Ms. 9 
Hoodwink'd, at awhooper's hide, to hunt ſalvation, 
They guard their back-held noſe from ** 

STRATION. 


With force refi/ileſs, faith's diſputes 3 handle, 


And cut ſhort wrangling by bell, book, and candle. 

Meekneſs their cant — humility their fereen:ng— 

PR1DE their true deity — and FIRE their meaning. 

Brimſtone and flames, cho Ak Heaven's high road 
to glory, 

And parboil pilgrim's tails — in purgatory. 


| Sins a poor GIL! — (fave with ſome crown- 
cropt brother) 
Down goes ſhe, unabſoly'd — "midſt ſmoke and 
ſmother: 
Spite of her Hor ſe- hair ſmocks, and ſtraps of leather, 


Hot, half-way fires muſt inge — the lord knows 


whither. 
Heavens! — how we players ſhould feaſt their 
well-fed fury — 
If Purgatory's hundreds reach'd — to Dzuxry ! 


On, Britons ! tis no joke — REPELL th' afſaul- 
„ 


Let no prig POPERY C Cr be-farce your altars ; 


Bravely 


"26 ORIGINAL Portms. 

Bravely diſdaining lav'ry een to Princes, 
Freedom's fierce horſe, at a Pops rider WINCES, 
Proud of the manag'd bit — when law directs it; 
But ſcales it from his teeth hen force injects it. 


Brrssd be our Ning, for ever  vieſsd our 


church ! q 
Pure church ! that lov'ſt no pomp, and fears by 
no ſearch ! 3 

Long, by contempt of Rome's proud mummery, fir'd, ; 


Be thy plain truths, and honeft zeal, admir'd : b 
Long live the faith — that holds not reaſon Rar! 
But faves by virtue — and diſſecis belief 0 
Builds, on ſtrong, moral Rock — loves decent 2 


FoRM, | f i 
Preaches internal peace — and ftills each sTORNI, 3 ; 
Truſts heaven — with aweful hope — and Bold it 5 

ODD, 4 


By man's dark paſſious — to decypher Gop, 


PROLOGUE, 


BH ORIGINAL Pos. 11 


# PROLOGUE, for Mr. CIBBER, in the Fa- 


tal Bribery. 


$ 1 EB TOR and CREDI rok th' account begin, 
: But then, comes joy — wife — miſery — 
death — and in. 
While, from theſe varyin g lights, reg fires we 
raiſe, 
Lend but attention, and your 7cars ſhall praiſe. 


I Pooox (at firſt opening) ſeems the plot, we chute ; 
But no felt indigence unfir'd the muſe : | 
Inſolvent pris ner bears no aweful ſound; 
Yet, hope firong buildings, from Gat bumble 
ground. | 
Few, are the public fains, that tinge the fame, 
Of this brave, rich, good-natur'd, nation's name. 
Vet, one there is —from time's long licenſe grown, 
That blots out picy, and turns fleſh to fore. 


'Tis the deaf rage, that, where hard. wants 


oppreſs, 
Doubles th' inſolvent ſuff*rers dire diſtreſs. 
Stung 
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Stung by this waſp, Pr friendſhips loſe their 
weight; 

Warped eftimation wears a face like hate / 

Suſpended mercy bids affiiction Jmart, 

And, in a ſcale of flint, immures her heart. 

Sell, yet unreach'd by w made proud by gh, 

Blind to diſaſter, and inſulting pain; 

Short-ſighted eaſe hugs her own lot ſecure, 

And marks no diff 'rence, twixt the baſe, and 
poor |! 

Flings from calamity, turns ſhort on grief, 1 N 

And to the priſon (he grave!) refers RExLIE T. 
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So, for a while — triumphantly, ſevere, 3 
Tow'rs the big inſult — and diſdains to Ax; 
At laſt, comes diſappointment home — Then, 

ſtarts BY 
Touch' d ſenſe — and wonders ! at men's cruel 3 
hearts J Y 

T hen (ſelf, /iill, upmoſt) the rows'd ſleeper 
ſhakes — 

And, inſolently, hopes — compaſſion wakes / 
But ſcorn (cloſe waiter I) kicks the ſcorner's heel, 
And he, that ſhun'd to HE a, vouchſafes to ERL. 


Too 


ORIGINAL POEMSs. 13 
Joo late, he feels ! — the eye, that wakes for 
ALL; 


Foredoom'd his anguiſh, and enjoys his fall; 


Points, to his trembling view, that Wiſeman's 
ſchool ; | Lr | £3} 


That God-given law, th' all-temp'ring GoLpzn- 


RuLE ! | 
Bids him thank #:7ferneſs — for due deſparr, 
And — fince he could not pity — learn to bear. 


FROM our /aft age's Plays exemplar aim, 
Preſent, and paſt (we find) too much, the ſame : 
Stern, unrelenting, intereſts partial will 
Reign'd, Zhen, reſiſtleſs : — and it reigns ſo, ſtill. 
How happy were th' ei, could miſeries (here) 


From pride's correction; mourn'd by pity's tear, 


Teach the dry rock to melt, in pain-tonch'd flow ! 


And eaſe th' unhoping crowds — that ſigh, in woe ! 


EPILoGUE 
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ErILoGux, to the ſame Play, ſpoke by 


I 


J „ 
JJ LOS ot OS 


the Perſon, who repreſented Amelia. 


VE 'ſcap'd, to-night, ro terrible diſaſters, 
My honour's indignation — and my maſter s: 
And heaven beſt knows, what hapleſs, hole can 
hide me, 
If (to crown all my woes) YouR help's deny'd me. 
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LApliks ! — you ſee, how much expos'd our 

x | ſexis: 

5 Sleeping or waking — ſome ſad chance perplexes. 

. Man's a more wily SNAKE, than mother Eve's 

1 Was; 

In his own ſhape — and others to — deceives us: 

. | Hungry devourer ! never tir'd, with ſnapping ;— 

Shun him, with open eyes, he'll catch us napping. 

b Riſe, fall — run, ſtay — ſtanding upright, or 

= lying, 

One way, or t'other, he's forever trying— 

And, how to ſcape him, if I know — ne'er 
let me | 

Break thro' th' entangling nets, that thus beſet me... 
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Now, Gentlemen! — to your own thoughts, 
appealing, 
(Fitter, I doubt, for mating wounds — than 
healing ) 
— What would you have poor woman do with 
HoNOUR? 
When DAxN R heaps ſuch monſt rous ads upon 
her! 
— D'ye think, in conſcience now — half-wak'd, 
blalf-weary, 
With frights fore-gone — for one's departed 
deary === 
"F had been ſo ftrange a crime? — or worth ſuch 
Hot her? 
— darkneſs -- to miſtake one's buſs for other: ? 
Pray think on't ---- put yourſelves behind the 
curtain : 
What can't be cur'd muſt be endur'd --- that's 
certain, 
'Tis a fair queſtion ; — and 'tis plainly aſk'd ye: 
Anſwer it — or confeſs, I've overtaſk'd ye. 
Suppoſe me, bound, in fleep's loft filken fetter, 
And one of your dear. ſelves the dark beſetter. 
S/ gbi 
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EeiLoGus, to the ſame Play, [poke by 


I 


the Peron, who repreſented Amelia. 


VE 'ſcap'd, to-night, #40 terrible diſaſters, 
My honour's indignation — and my maſter s: 
And heaven beſt knows, what hapleſs, hole can 

hide me, 
If (to crown all my woes) Your help's deny'd me. 


LaDIEs ! — you ſee, how much tals our 
ſex is: 
Sleeping or waking — ſome ſad chance perplexes. 
. Man's a more wily SNAKE, than mother Eve's 
was ; 


In his own ſhape — and others to — deceives us : 


Hungry devourer !] never tir'd, with ſnapping ;— 
Shun him, with open eyes, he'll catch us napping. 
Riſe, fall — run, ſtay — ſtanding upright, or 
lying, 
One way, or t'other, he's forever trying— 
And, how to 'ſcape him, if I know — ne'er 
| let me 
Break thro th' entangling nets, that thus beſet me. 


Now, 
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Now, Gentlemen ! — to your own thoughts, 
appealing, 
(Fitter, I doubt, for making wounds — than 
healing) 
— What would you have poor woman do with 
HoxouR ? 
When DaAxork heaps ſuch e loads upon 
her ! 
— D'ye think, in conſcience now — half-wak'd, 
© half-weary, | 
With frights fore-gone — for one's ee 
deary --- 
T had been ſo ftrange a crime? — or worth ſuch 
 pother? 

In darkneſs -- to miſtake one's buſs for Fother? 
Pray think on't - put yourſelves behind the 
curtain: 

What can't be cur'd muſt be endur' d — that's 

certain. 
"Tis a fair queſtion; — and 'tis plainly aſk'd ye: 
Anſfiver it — or confeſs, I've overtaſt'd ye. 
Suppoſe me, bound, in fleep's ſoft ſilken fetter, 
And one of Tour dear ſelves the dark beſetter. 
87 e 


16 ORIGINAL PoE Ms. 
Sight has no eyes, at midnight --- and for touche. 


| Joan (ſays the proverb) in the dart's -- a Dor 


For my part I can't find, we've any ſenſes, 
Can furniſh ſuch attacks, with fit defences : 
If Wedlock's towns lie open (foes too nigh em) 
E'en, let the Liege Lord Huſband FoRrif v 'em. 
Not /afe in one's own bed, without concluding, 
That one of love's ray gnats will be intruding, 
Let truſty ſpouſe, when bus'neſs ſends him packing, 
(Safe bind, ſafe find )--leave no due caution lacking. 
Let him place round, leſt ſome night inſect eat us, 
Nettings of wire --- to keep of Man-muſeeta's. 


Bold muſt befiegers be, who, then, dare venture, 


Where they muſt ſtorm 749 forts, before they 


enter. 


IsEx ſome judge-like eyes, that look too ſprightly, 
To miſs a Sur law-point, put to em rightly. 
Is mine the court's decree ? --- I humbly move it, 
That, if your hearts affirm --- your hands ap- 
prove it, 


= 
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An Entertainment, by Way of Epilogue, 
in the Charafers of Wiſdom, and 


Love. 


[Pallas deſcending with Helmet, and 
Spear, to an Overture of warliłe Mufick, ] 


PALLAS. 

ALTLAS, the guardian of the lighted fage, 
Brings à complaint, that fires her into rage : 
Stung to the ſoul, ſhe cannot—will not, bear it, | 

But for the ſex's honour muſt declare it. 


Or #/ty powder'd beaux, here, wedg'd, behind, 
Not one faſt friend can fading woman find | 
They rai/—they joke—nor their diſtaſte conceal 
Unconſcious of your power, from head, to Heel! 


Cue1D! thou airy God of empty dreams ! 
How falPn thy empire! and howfalſe thy ſchemes! 
Why weighs the ſex, too light, in love's own ſcale? 


And why, thus faintly, does thy power prevail? 
[Cupid deſcends, with his bow, and his 
guiver, to à change of ſoft muſic] 


ORE - C Cour 1D. 
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CuP1D. 


Goddeſs ! I heard thee—thy re proachful pride 
I, thus defy—and ſhade thy towery fide! 
I, too, dare ſtrut ! 


[they croſs diſdainfull] 


Proud toy ! his wings he ſpreads : 
But his blunt arrows, all, have /of their heads / 


Go, helpleſs, taſteleſs, thoughtleſs, powerleſs, Chit, 


Thou gh of paſſion ! and thou zeſt of wit! 
Where are thy boaſts of touching man with pain? 
And, what is WOMAN, 20w fo—— 
Cup ip. 
ain —ſwee tly vain. 
PALLAS. 


»Tis thence love languiſhes — 
CuPiD. 


unjust complaint. 
Love languiſbes, becauſe defire grows faint - 


And 
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ORIGINAL PorMs; 19 
And that, proud ſcorner ! T muſt charge on bee. 
Thine are their minds, - their beauties buſy me. 
Of late, e' en there, my power has been unknown 5 
All their new modes of charming are—tber own, 
I taught the ſex their art, of wounding ſure, 
But they Hhemſelves have taught the arts of cure. 
Each amorous ſcene, that fills this a&7ve ſpace, 
Sees a light laugh, diſarm ſome angel face: 
No ſerious ſounds can their light hearts engage, 
Sweet ſep'rate Actors] they de eſpiſe the ſtage ! 
Attention is beneath a Beauty's care, 
Her whirlwind ſpirit ſcatters ſenſe in air. 
Abſent in preſence; they unliſtening ſit, 
Too gay for meaning! and too fine for wit! 
Or, when they grieve, they bring their own chagrin, 
Nor feel the foreign ſorrows of the ſcene. 
Impatient, five, long, acts, they /oll, reclin'd : 


And ſigh for Plays of a more winning kind, 


All, of one mind, of late, agreed they fall, 
Victims; to one gallant. 


PALLASs. 


— But one, for ALL ? 
Sure! he muſt be ſome rarity |! 


C4: Curio. 
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Cupip. 

| m— No doubt, 

I'll draw his picture, and you'll point him our. 

+ painted, thin, ſmooth, pale- fac d, tottering beau! MR 

Deaf, dumb, blind, lame — too weak to fland 4 3 

or go |! a 

From hand to hand, kind ſouls ! they ſtoop to 
ſhift him 

For he can't fir a limb, but as they lift him! 

Yet, more than /ove, or w27, their hearts he moves, 1 

Z And changes oft'ner, than they change their loves ! i : 
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ParrAs. 
And do they /ike this monſter ? 


CUPID. 


Aye: — and will, 


_ PaLLas, 
| What! a//? 


| 

| Curio. 

e All — all 

| | PALLAs. 
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ORIGINAL PoE MS. 21 


PAL L As. 
What is his name ? 


/ 


Coed, 


——QUADRILLE, 


' PALLAs. 
It has been ſaid, that /ove and folly, fit: 
But you're a JOKER, Cupid ! anda WIr; 
Let us, each, ingly, —our perſwajjon try: 


Take you one half the houſe - the other I. 


CuP1D. 


Alas! twill never do—'Tis fruitleſs zeal : 
Palſions, that move that ſex, muſt make em feel. 
All—you can sa v, they laugh at 


Boy, be /ll, 
Youss, let the Ladies hear—the men My will. 
| Advances to the front of the ſtage.] 
If, Gentlemen ! you diſregard the Player, 
Or hear him, coldly, and 201 - Hhold your care; 


C 3 For 


22 ORIGINAL PoE MG. 

For your own ſakes, ſupport his powerful Ax r, 
That lets in love, and pity to the Heart. 

Hee, fr/t, imprinted /ighs an entrance find; 
And the ſoul opening, leaves diſguiſe, behind. 
Taught bythe ſcene with gen'rous warmth to glow, 
To feel another's joy, and ſhare his woe; 

Your fair adopts each ſuff 'ring lover's view, 

And by the worth of heroes, meaſures you. 


Bur if, regardleſs, of your cauſe, and ours, 
You join the enemy's triumphant powers; 
Sly Matadores will each man's hope betray, 
And melt his miſtreſs dun, the quite wrong way. 
— Now Cupid, to the Ladies Ileping back] 

Cop ID. 
— Exe I go, 
I'm ſure, my labour's 1% 


PALLAS. 
— Deſpair not, 2 
[ Cupid comes forward] 
CUPID. 


Ladies] your rivals in gay climes, complain, 
That winds and frofts, aſſail your charms, in vain; 
Twere glorious envy ! could they, alſo ſay, 
That, while their taſte quits love and wit, for PLAY, 


You, 
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ORIGINAL PoEMSs. 23 
You, nobler-minded, and of ſenſe more true, 
Scorn to be /ove/zeſt, and not wiſeſt, too ! 

That, form'd, like them, to be the themes of wit, 
You not, like them, forſake—but cheriſh it. 


Think of your glory, Ladies! 
[Pallas comes forward voy" 


PALLAS. 
—entlemen ! 
Think of your int ret —and forſake the ſcene, 
At your own peril — Wives, who, from Quadrille, 
Return, with ruled face, and fighting will! 
Would, at the ſcenes ſoft fire, new point their 
Charms 


And bring redoubled tranſport, to your arms. 


 CveiD. 
Enough—The prudent urge no wiſh, 700 high. 


PALLAS. 
E'en Love can eounſes well when Wiſdom's by ! 


Cuy1D. 
YOU, Goddeſs boaſt your power in mar's 
ſtrong breaſt ; 
But I know woman's weaker boſom, beſt. 
Still what they wi they WILL 


C4 | PaLLas. 


24 ORIGINAL Pokus. 


PLL As. 


Then, be it ours. 
Perfwafion failing, to exert new powers. 
Let both henceforth, our diffrent influence z0in, 
And ſee reluctant beauty forc'd to ſhine, 


CvuP1D. 


Great Pallas! J embrace thee: Be it fo— 
7 [embracing 


Goddeſs of arts, and arms! receive my bo: 
[gives the bow 


Take, and new-pornt, Love's every Blunted dart: 
I [ grves the arrow 


And tipt with reaſon, wound, and heal, the heart. 


PALLAS. 


Cupid ! —aſſociate God, of ſmiles, and joy! 
Take, in exchange, this ſpear— no feath'ry toy! 
And now, where'er thou ſee'ſt a fair one's breaſt 
Plutter, too 1. ghrly, touch and give it reſt. 

But, where ſome ſolid virtue fighs, in varn, 
Wound, with MY lance : and argniſy the pain. 


Curip. 


- = * 
— CALLER. oh ks l e r 8 
— — = A N ; . TIP RE TICS SO : 
* — — - 2 I oP... 8 D e bo FEE oe os A Na Ts ___ 
r 7 de  ERRTCTC_CC_CM_MRMYMRURLCLLLLR_S Rs 
> - 8" MS 7 n * - AY ” LR. >< 2 3 1 #13 2s oe £7 af «© Bed 7 de AS abs -— 
bn r 2 A * \ - gs 3 


— 


ORIGINAL PoE Ms. 29 


CUPID. 
Now, woman's empire's FIx'D ! 


 PaLLas. 
Confirm it, Joe 


l 


1 CUPID. 
Love ſoftens Wiſdom 


PALLAS. 
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— Wiſdom ſtrengthens love. 


3 PROLOGUE. 
1 ADiIEs and GENTLEMEN, ſince all franſ- 
$ L greſſion 
4H Is promis'd pardon, when it makes confeſſion : 
: Know, that our Play—a ſheaf of foreign gleaning, 
Dreads, to be damnr'd, for its exceſs of meaning. 
What tho', to court kind judges, our tranſlator 
Has let looſe Scandal, and unbridled Satire J 
Vain are his arts—that play was built for finking, 
Where none can /augh—but at th' expence of 
thinking. In 


26 ORIGINAL PoE MsS. 

In a free nation, tis too like ſubhection, 

To pay, for mirth, both money, and reflection. 
Wiſe Poets are content with preſent laughter, 
And leave the reaſon fort to riſe hereafter. 


OuR author s muſe, importing wit, to charm ye, 
Would, with a Frenchman's boaſted wildfire 
warm ye; 
Gives ye a Play, which, e'er it wander'd hither, 
Brought Paris ſeventy crowded nights, together. 
What it may do, in London --= you'll inform us: 
French batt'ries guard in vain --- if Britons ſtorm 
us. 


T Is no gay Opera but there's much, that's 
ſmart in't, 


The God of vt vouchſafes to att a part 1 
I play the aſs in' t— that, you'll ſay's no wonder, 
"Tis a 4;/guiſe, moſt men are actors under. 

I grant it—afſes in men's ſhape, are common z 
But reaſoning aſſes have been heard by no man. 


Yet, fince he needs muſt change me—would he 
had run it 


Up to the faſbion's height, not underdone it | 
Had 
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ORIGINAL POEMS. 27 
Had my long ears, and hoofs ſcap d trangformation, 
And one gay dance been learnt I'd charm d the 
nation. 
Theſe empty Frenchmen of their wit may vapour, 
But, what's a nimble tongue, without a caper ] 


TrarT's one defect. another ten times greater, 
Is, that his Ladies taſte is out of nature; 
She doats on ruin d merit, — loving honey 
And weds her Timon, cauſe he'd /off his money: 
Did men want wives, and for that cauſe would 
| take 'em, 
What choice of bleſſings kind Quadrille would 


make em 


Tx reſt I'll not anticipate—ſit quiet, 
And, if your taſte delights in change of diet, 
You'll meet it, in the plenteous ea, you came 
for, 
Preſs'd in a foreign form, we have no name 
for, 


PRo- 
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ProrocGusr, 0 The Cure for Jealouſy; 
ſpoken by a Woman, in Man's Chaths. 


O cure man's jealouſy, that ſpleen, too com. 
mon, 
Our author choſe me, a firm friend to Woman /! 
A willing do#or — But the downright fact is, 
In this new way, I'm but ill turn'd for practice. 


Yer, hang it — in an age unform'd for daring, 
What is there in the breeches, but the wearing / 
My outſide's man, and I've ſeen many a true one 
Look — full as little likely — to undo one 


Marx, Ladies] and from this night's ſcene 


diſcover, 
What arts I'll teach ye all, to hunt a lover; 
Wind him, thro' fear to hope, thro' "_ to 
ſmiling, 
Till he diſtruſts his truth, by my beguiling : 
Cruel, with 4nd intent, I'll firſt flame him; 
Then, when he's quite born-mad, look kind, and 


tame him, 
Gall 
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ORIGINAL PoE Ms. 29 


Gall him with pain, to make him worthy pleaſure, 


And teach him, by hs Trays, my TRUTH by 
meaſure. 


This done —- I'll awed --- - for, then ſhould love's 
ambition 

Start ſome dim cauſe, that might deſerve ſaſpicion. 

Senſe of paſt blunders ſtrikes his recollection, 

And fear of new ones, ſhames him from inſpection. 


On ! 'tis a glorious thing. when poets write 
Thus, uſefully --- that we can profit by't ! 
They talk of lens, drawn from tragic ſcenes, 
Where tyrant lovers ſlab ſuſpected queens ; 
Where one imperious ranting, fierce, Othello 
Roars Lordſhip, into every tiny fellow. 
But, give me Comedy, the world's true picture; 
There, when the jealous doubter thinks, he's 

nick'd her, 

Up ſtarts the ſex's wit, to aid our nature, 
And then, poor ſpouſe, himſelf, is prov'd the 


traitor, 


An Ladies ! If you dread the-/ide-long eye, 
The lo- Brose d ſquint, of joyleſs jealouſy ; 
It 


30 ORIGINAL Po ENS. 


If, in the pangs of innocence, oppreſs d, 

You e'er have ſigh' d, untruſted and unbleſs' d: 

Smile on this friendly hand, that ſerves your 
cauſe, 

And crown his favour'd ſcenes, with juſt applauſe: 


_— * — — — * * 9 99 — r —_— 
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Er1LoGUE, Zo the ſame Play. 


F only novelty can give delight, 

I fear, we've loft that favourite plea to night : 
What meant the Poet, when he hop'd ſucceſs, 
From making man and maſter change their dreſs? 
"Tis now fo long, fince this was thought a wonder, 
That none but men of taſte know em aſunder. 
Fam'd, for affociate airs, the rivals quarrel, 
Which ſhall rip 7ighteft in its next apparel, 
Improving, each by each, ſo faſt, that neither 
Excels --- but all are charm'd, alike with either. 


WELL ! 'tis an humble age, when pride and 
greatneſs, 


Give up ambition, for long ſticks and traits: : 


When conſcious, none were gentry by creation, 


Peers drive out pomp, and level all the nation; 
And 
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ORIGINAL PoE Ms. 31 
And crop-ear'd knights inſtruct the herald prater, 
Tom and Sir Thomas, are the ſame, by nature. 
Joy to the pulpits --- now, there needs no railing, 
At vanities, o'er head or foot, prevailing : 
Declaiming ſaints would all their fatire loſe, 
Who once preach'd laces, from the lady's ſhoes. 
Twould make the boliz/t,of thoſe good men, fre, 
To ſee my Lady buckled, like her mare, 
And, free from mincing modeſtly, walk ſtrong, 
Jut frank, and elbow nervouſly along. 


As to the Play Fd praiſe it, if I could; 
But e'en the title proves, it can't be good: 
A Cure for Jealouſy ! --= tis uſeleſs quite, 


Till charms grow ftrong, our paſſion to excite, 


But guardian faſhion, now, ſo models dreſs ; 
It cools defire and keeps down love's exceſs. 


_— 


— 
—_ — 


ProLoGus, ſpoke by Mr. Johnſon. 
A painters mingle ſhade to ſet off hight, 


So contraries are d, when poets write : 
All ſhadow would be darkneſs --- Too much blaze 
Would dazzle — each, by each, new force diſplays. 


 Form'd 


32 ORIGINAL PoE Ms. 
Form'd, on this principle, to night, we ſhow: 
An unbred brute, againſt a wrong-bred Beau: 
Our ſprightly fop, to froth and France inclin'd, 
Fills his gay vacuum, with Pariſian wind. 
Heavy by nature, volatile by art, 

Be-dull'd to hᷣriſeneſi, and miſ-call'd a ſmart. 
Oppos'd to this extreme, our home-grown ſhoot, 
Whoſe ſenſe wants breeding, thinks himſelf to brute: 
Wiſe without pity --- without temper plain, 

His friendſhip: feſters — and his love gives pain. 
His rough fncer:ty, ill-dreſs'd, uncouth, 

Offends by coarſeneſs, whom it charms by truth: 
All virtues, if unprun'd, fome folly blights ; 
The rugged &ndneſs, wanting ſweetneſs, frights : 
And pert good-nature, coxcomb'd o'er, with flame, 
Provokes, like inſolence, and ſtings, like ſhame. 
Betwixt theſe /ws, our author had defign'd 

A third, fix'd, ſtedfaſt, Engliſh medium mind: 
Fram'd, like his country, with juſt hand to ſway 
Th' unreſting balance byaſs'd neither way: 
But here deficient -- he ſubmits his cauſe, 

An humble ranger to the worth, he draws : 
Had ſome of your accompliſh'd minds ſupplied 
His failing {kill --- he had not err'd, fo wide, 


Judge 
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ORIGINAL PoE Ms. 33 
Judge but his aim — and, if his random rhrou 
Falls ſhort, condemn not the anreaching blow. 

5 ; Should his 7mperfe&? ſcheme your ſpleen provoke, 
Be hind, or all his balance will be broke. 


" PROLOUCV. 
Spoke by a young Gentleman, who play d 


the Part of CasTALIo in the Orphan, 


far the Benefit of his Friend, who play d 


Por vpokx. 
1 3 for one night, receive a volunteer, 
3 : At a friend's call — Wro would not, arm'd, 
Y appear ? 
E. Danger looks lovely, where the Cauſe | invites, 


And the near proſpeF rather charms, than frights. 
Yet, fince the 7a is arduous, and requires 

A ſea of paſſions, and a ſtorm of fires ; 

For ſtrength, a borrower to your ſtores I come, 
And EveRY bounteous hand ſhall lend me ſome: 


Teach me, ye FAR, how /ove and pity charm ; 
Your eyes can ligbt me, and your influence warm : 
Vox. IV. D Triomphs 


34 ORIGINAL PoE Ms. 
Triumphs and joys, your ſiniles can beſt ſupply ; 


But from your /overs, T muſt learn, to dze. 


NEexT - with your ſpirit, Sirs, My breaſt 

inſpire, 

Lend me your eloquence, your air, your fire. 

Teach me your s0FTNEss, when in love I ſue, 

And, to encreaſe it, if I conquer, too. 

But your inconſtancy and lightneſs — thoſe 

Keep to yourſelves, I wan? em not — Heaven 
KNOws! 


Tus far, ſelf-mov'd, and heedleſs of my 
ant, 

I, guardian like, ſerv'd my own intereſt, firſt ; 1 
Now, I your ſmiles for PoLVDORE exact, : : 
Should I not sPEAK for him, for whom 1 act ? x : 
Foes to all craft in love, your ſpleen expreſs, 3 
And nobly hate him, for his dark ſucceſs : 
To-night, forgive him — he BUT ads a part, 
Far from his 2% , and foreign to his heart: 
He wears the Seb of virtue on his face, 


And rather would be wretched, than be baſe. 
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Ir, in the /age's gathering night, we ſtray, 
And (all its guides, now /off ) miſtake our way; 

Be ruis my Polydore's, and my defence; 

Indulge us — tis our firſt, and /aft offence. 


EPILOGU E, 
To the ſame : ſpoke by Monimia. 


WAS juſt plotting, as the curtain fell, 
To hit the general taſte, and pleaſe ye well: 
Twere a ſure way, thought I, their frowns to 
alten, 
Should I, oft Eil d, and brought to life, as often, 
Now, in good earneſt, draw oblivion o'er me, 
And die — as TRAGEDY has done, before me. 
Troth ! it were no untimely reſolution, 
Had one a heart diſpos'd for — execution : 
Since there's a mode in minds, as well as dreſs, 
'Tis too old faſhion'd now to give diſtreſs. 
When you're reſoly'd to /augh, and to be eaſy, 
Why ſhould unſummon'd ſenſe break in, to 
feige ye 


D 2 | Once 
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No ENTERTAINMENT, after all that waiting 8 YH 


—. 


36 ORIGINAL PokE Ms. Y 

Once we had tuneleſs times — ſo out of meaſure, b E 

That 0:t was buſineſs, here — and thought was 
pleaſure. 

Naked of ſong, dance, farce, —or HARLEQUINING | 

A plain, dry Play, then charm'd, good heaven! 
by meaning, 

Well! ſince it comes affirm'd — we muſt re- 

ceive it; 
But, 'twas ſo long ago, I ſcarce believe it. 


Tuls age, thank heaven, is wiſer — Pit and 
Gallery, 

Treat their good, grave, forefathers taſte, with 

raillery, Z 

What ! fit bree hours, to hear dull Afors) | 

prating ! e | 


I'd give a dozen ſuch Plays — for one Bear- 
baiting ? ] | 
Your humble a&ors, ſlowly ſtretch 3 
To top theſe arts of Play-houſe erudition : 1 
Howe'er unapt by time, and you conducted, 
Wr too, ſhall mend, grow wiſe, and be inſtructed: 
Would I were fix yards taller tho — to charm ye 
Or PETITE MADEMOISELLE EN CHIENNE Fa- 
larm ye. Something 
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Something, I ſoon, muſt learn above plain ſpeal- 
ing — 


Teach me, ſome pig of taſte, thy art of ſqueeking ! 
No Patentee, now, holds us worth contracting, 
Till we have learnt more ways than one, of acting. 
What thinking face will any praiſe ordain us, 
Whoſe climbing eyes have ſcald — MyNnEER 
CAJANUS | 
Give place, Great Alexander ! — Go, retire — 
We have enroll'd a HERO — 7hree foot higher ! 
From CzsaR's death, no future grief ſhall-flow, 
Since every joyful night reſtores PIERRO |! 
While poor Monima's and Caftaho's die, 
Aye, let em go — the improv d ſpectators cry; 
Mind what a cunning fellow — HARLEQUIN is! 
And what a charming plot in every ſcene is : 


Well! in our turns, we yet may entertain ye; 
We ſhall be ſoon ſtruck dumb — and, then we 


gain ye. 


 Mtsrss and Sors, leſs mirth than pity move, 


- Or1GINAL PoE Ms. 


PN o 6 


HEN love's taught dangers animate the 

flage, 
Let the ſoft ſcenes your hearts, ye fair! engage: 
Let each bright /z/7”ner mark the wiles, we ſhow, 
And catch dumb caution, from the pictur'd woe, 
Guiltleſs of farce, to night, the meaning player 
Courts not your /aughter, but alarms your care. 


Man, the decerver, veils his cruel art, 
And frreens himſelf within th'attempted heart; 
There, to ungen'rous empire, climbs, cer long, 
Help'd by the confidence he means to wrong : 
This to detect, we ac his fal/hood o'er, 
And the deluder known, betrays no more. 


SUCH the beſt bufineſs of the comic mule : 
Love has a thouſand /eſſens to infuſe, 
Not always {zhtneſs ſhould ung race the ſcene ; 
To laugh at /6/y, but indulges ſpleen : 
Coxcomss and Foes, in harmleſs error, ſtray, 
And trip, undangerous, out of paſſion's way: 


And dulneſs brings an antidote, for love. 


5 But 
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But there's a TRAI TOR, arm'd in amorous mail, 
; Born to attempt, and faſhion'd to prevail: 
b : Diſguisd in ſoftneſs, by deep arts endear'd, 
And always dangerous, becauſe never fear'd ; 
HIN in our glaſs of hje, to night we ſhow, 
Nor ſtoop the condeſcending ſcene, too low. 


HENCE, if 400 grave, for Comedy, we ſeem, 

Think us but ſuited to our ſerious theme ; 

'Tis 10 light loſs, when charming woman falls, 
On our defence the ſex's merit calls; 

We, who the pictures of a world impart, 
BM Neglect not, what concerns its faireſt part; 
All danger to that ſex, thus frankly town, 

: At the ſame time, does honcur to our own, 
Nor let neglect of laughter move the pit, 
To dread, in conſequence, à dearth of wit : 
Unmeaning mirth may live, in empty noiſe, 
But ſolid converſe ſwells our ſofter joys. 
Or:ce, in an age of TUMBLING, DANCE, and soNG, 
Suppoſe not two ſhort hours of ſenſe, too long: 
Not e' en the faſbion, change of taſte denies; 


Oft merry here, let us be, ſometimes, w/e. 


Ds. E PI. 
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EPILOGUE, 
To the ſame. 


AULK'D, as I am, my heart's 5% hope 
miſcarry' d, 
Try d, caſt, and ſentenc'd, to be hang d — 2 8 
= marry'd / 
E'er I'm furn'd of — I think it but my duty, 
To warn, in my laſt ſpeech, faſt-falling beauty. 
Firſt, MA 1DENs,— Let my ſad example teach ye, 
To put 0 truſt in Man, till he can't reach ye; 
For, if you ſtrive, too near, his firength's fo 
mighty, 
That down you come at once — and then, good night 
tye: 


NexT, O ye Wives, truſt not in beauty's 
merit, 
But, to your bod;”s influence, add your ſpirit: 
With your eye's /1ght'ning, mix a tongue, that 
thanders ; 
Believe me, /ove, ſo double-arn'd, works wonders. 
Yet, if nor charms, nor eloquence can ſave ye, 
But your good man will break the faith, he gave 
” | — — 
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Be you before-hand with him --- that reproving 
Will make him own --- there s guilt in too light 
loving. 


As for you, Wi1pows, --- you're 00 wiſe, for 

teaching, 

But ſuff 'ring malgfactors muſt be preaching : 

So, take one word of counſel in your calling, 

Tho' you're foo brave, I know, to fear a 
falling, 

From your old yoke ſet free admit no new one, 

Unleſs, with ſome, poor, briſk, young, kind, and 
true one: 

The conſcious youth, long mindful of your ; Rb 

Will make up all defe&s --- with good behaviour. 

Loth, that his wants, his gratitude ſhou'd ſmother, 


What he can't give you one way, he'll give 


another. 


AnD now, good people, what I have more to 
ſay t'ye, 
Should be a doleful tune, and Agb, and pray t'ye : 
But --- doleful tunes of late, are grown ſo common, 
They move more ſorrow, than a dying woman: 
And 
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And ſighs, and pray'rs, are bet, when made in 3 
private, 5 

As you all know --- who have good ends, to 
drive at. 


WHAT ſhall I do then? --- ſhall I hang and 

earry, | 

Or bold, in ſaving faith, go on --- and marry, 

'Tis both ways bad --- But I've at once bethought 
me, 

Of a ſweet leon, dear revenge, has taught me: 

III tay, and ſee Sir Harry in his fetters, 

Nor be ſo rude to SWING, before my betters : 

Paſs but his honey-moon of ſunſhine weather, 

And he, and I, may then, go hang together. 


"Ry 


PROLOGUE, J : 
For Mr. JoHNSON, 77 the Character of 3 : 
Caro. 1 


| ER I preſume, to 7ry to night's /am'd 
pat, | 
Kind to the mode/?, chear a doubrful heart: 


—————— 
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No vain conceits too raſh a ſpeed create; 


I bend, all conſcious of a CaTo's weight; 


Calmly content, by meaſur'd ſteps, to riſe, 


J view the diſtant goal, with patient eyes : 

Fond of the flage, where life's ſtrong _ 
glow, 

But ſhun the choaky weeds, that o'er it grow. 

Unpuſh'd by pride, climb flow care's due degrees, 


 Humbly aſpiring --- and --- but Jong - to pleaſe. 


WELL can my mem'ry - to my bluſh--- reſtore 
Wosz ſteps I tread in -- who was here -- before. 
Him have you $EEN — A CaTo, worth your 

praiſe | 
Fill'd with Rome's fire, and form'd, to 3 her 
Bars! 
IIl, to ſupply ſuch abſent ſplendor, ſent --- 
Receive me in the light His luſtre lent. 
Judge me not van, while lengths, unwiſh'd, I 
run; 


See, the faint hdtv --- and ſipoſe the 10 


Such, I wwould be -- ſuch -- if t1me's future day 
Frowns not, on hopes too bold --- perhaps --- I 


may: 


Try, 
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Try, with kind confidence, what praiſe can do: 

Think it, but, pgſible— and make it --- TRUE ; 

Stoop, when I fall --- ſupport me, where Land; 

Weakneſs grows firength — in Pity's guardian 
hand. 


NOT at one ſtep, far diſtant heights we 
climb : 
Merit and favour --- are the gifts --- of Time. 
Gradual in growth, and kindling at your flame, 
So, might you teach my taſte, to meet your aim: 
Razsd by your ſmiles, to touch the point in view, 
You make your CATo - and he dies - for you. 


— — — —— 


FFP 
To the Fatal Extravagance : po by 


Mr. Ryan. 


W ARM by a kindred ſenſe of England's 


woes, 

A Caledonian muſe, with pity glows : 

From ruin'd hopes a ſaving moral takes, 

And paints th' unhappy, for the happy's ſake. 

wy Scotland's 
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Scotland's new taſte our meaning ſcene ſupplies, 
And a fir/t fight, on tragic pinions, tries, 
Brave and long-fam'd in arms, her warkke race 


Have trod the fields of death with dauntleſs grace 
Fierce and untir'd in load, have nobly dar'd, ! 


And every foil and every danger ſhar d: 

Now, fir'd by riſing arts, ſhe graſps the Bays, 
And her old cant, like falling flocks, decays : 
Her long-loſt Must new-/1ghts her antient flame, 
And our ſcene blazes with recover'd fame. 


Wr teach to-night — ah ! would 'twere not 
too late, 


How raſh-believing avarice galls a tate / 
What private ſorrows, from wild hazards flow |! 
And, how falſe hope produces certain woe. 


THIS, the moſt natural buſineſs of the 
ſtage, Es = 
Will all your generozs ins: tis hop'd, engage: 
None can their py for thoſe woes conceal, 


Which moſt, who hear, perhaps, too deeply, feel. 


The rants of ruin'd kings, of mighty name, 
For pornpous miſery — ſmall compaſſion claim : 


Emfires 
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Empires o'erturn'd, and heroes, held in chains, 3 
Alarm the mind, but give the heart no pains, 3 : 
To alls remote from our domeſtic fears, ? I 
We lend our wonder, but with-hold our fears. | 


Nor ſo, when, from ſuch paſſion, as our 
0WN, 
Some favourite folly's dreadful fate is ſhown ; 
There the ſoul bleeds-for what it feels, within, 
And conſcious pity ſhakes, at ſuffering fin. 
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9 O! give attention to the moving ſcene : 
* And ſhun, what yet may be, by what has been. 


1 


j' To the ſame; ſpoke by Mrs. Sk VMOUR. ö ; 


8 OU'VE ſeen the Pray — and III — 

| the Poker, 

To whom (ſtray'd ſheep of a pure flock) we 
owe it, 

He's a chance bleſſing — ſomewhat frangely ag 


us! 
Dropt, from the clouds of innocence, among us 


Slipt 
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Slipt throu gh the KIREs looſe pale, we gave him 
| quarter; 
Poor ſoul! he had like to've been the muſe's 
martyr: | 
When /tage-plays ! and abominations ! took him, 
Grace, and the ſhepherds of the SAinTs, forſook 
him, 
'Twas given thenceforth, to SATAN's power, 
to win him; 
— The root of the ſound matter was not in him. 
Yet, tho' rebu#'d, full ſore — he's no huge ſinner, -- 
You'll ſcarce ſee one of his pure brethren, thinner. 
Moſt ſanctiß'd of face] troth — I'm afraid, 
If his /ooks lie not — the poor man's a maid ! 


THe Bard, not carnal-minded, (ſay the curious) 


How come th' unfleſhly folks, to be ſo furious? 


Judge you the quarrel, right, — we'll briefly 
ſhow it : 

— Good Plays give good infiruttion, ſaid the 
Pok r: 

Vanity ! cry'd the brethren — groß defilement ! 

And, ſo, the war broke out, paſt reconcilement. 


Youno 
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Vox Bays, provok'd, here drew his wrath- 
ful pen: 
Shine forth, ſaid he, my muſe, on theſe dark 
| men: 
And prove, by dint of fair example, whether 
Much goodneſs is not learnt, by coming hither. 


Bor what he teaches, be to him alone: 
Ill teach a ſecret leſſon, of my own. 


SAY they, of Plays, that men learn nothing 
by 'em ? 

I ſtand the flage's champion, and defy 'em : 

Who that has ſeen, to night, how J, a wife, 
Gave counſel, fit to've ſfav'd my ſpouſe's life, 
Learns not this moral, paſt all contradiction, 
That diſobedient buſhands — meet affliction ? 
That he's moſt happy, who his fetters caſes, 
And lets his wer wife — do — what ſhe pleaſes. 


TS, for our ſex's fame, his Play produces, 
You ſee, all do&rines have their hidden uſes : | 
To this — if the bluff brethren preach reſſtance, 
Let em, as they love ſafety, keep their diſtance. 

| For, 
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For, ſhould we catch 'em, in our wrong'd do- 
; minion, | | 
Stiff, as they are, we'll make em change opinion. 


Writ on a Window, in the Highlands 
of Scotland. 


5 OTLAND! thy weather's like a modiſb 


wife! 
Thy winds and rains, forever, are at ſtrife : . 
So, TERMAGANT, a while, her Thunder tries, 


And, when ſhe can no longer ſcold — ſhe cres. 


Ps ALM LV. Verſe 6. 


O, that I had Wings, like a Dove ! 
Then would I flee away, and be at reſt ! 


THAT my feet were wing d, as my deſire ! 

I would not, then, thus tediouſly retire : - 
Thus ſlowly riſe, that, while to mount, I try, 
I fink, beneath the. weight, from which I fly! 

E Could 


i 
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Could I, like eagles, fail upon the wind, 


Might curſes catch me, when I look'd behind! 
Till ſhaking off this cumb'rous load of breath, 


My ſoul reach'd heav'n, nor ſtop'd to bait at 


death. 


The Amorous Scrutiny. 


| I. 
F tis not lebe, what is it, that I feel ? 

If 'tis, he's far more mighty, than he's blind ! 
Whoſe tickling wounds no ſuff'rers wiſh to heal; 
Who pains each breaſt, he ſtrikes, in diff rent 

kind. 


IT. 
Ir good the cauſe, why the effect ill ? 
And why do I, thus torn with grief, remain? 
If bod, ſuch torments ſhou'd not cure, but kill! 
Whence, then, proceeds the ſweetneſs of my pain? 


III. 
Ir ] conſent to burn, why do I grieve ? 


And, if I don't, ah! what avail my tears! - _ 
Oh! 


1 
— 
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Oh ! /ife in death, how I my will deceive ! 
And waſte my blooming hope with empty fears ! 


IV. 

Wno can define the odd effects of Hue? 
Midſt ſtormy tempeſts, in a leaky boat, 
No rudder left, no compaſs, right to move, 
Toſs'd to and fro, unknowingly, I float. 


v. 
SCARCE can I tell how I wou'd wiſh to be! 
While rich in health, I pine, and long to die! 
In view of death, I ſtruggle, to be free! 


1 freeze in ſummer, and, in winter, fry. 


 Versss made for Mr. S—v—cr; and 


ſent to my Lady LS Db, his 
Mother. 3 
OPELESS, abandon'd, aimleſs, and 


oppreſs d, 
Loft, to delight, and, every way, diſtreſs'd : 
Croſs his cold bed, in wild diſorder, thrown, 


Thus ſightd, Alexis, friendleſs, and alone. 


E 2  Wuy 
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Wu do I breath ? what joy can BEING give, 
W hen he, who gave me life, forgets I live ! 
Feels not theſe” wint'ry blaſts — nor heeds my 


[mart : 9 
But Huis me from the ſhelter of her heart? 4 


Saw me expos'd, to want ! to ſhame ! to ſcorn ! 
To 7/!s — which make it mſery to be born ! 
Cat me, regardleſs, on the æborld's bleak wild: 
And bad me be a wretch, while yet a child! 


E RE can he hope for pity, peace or reſt, 
Who moves no e - in a mother's breaſt ? 
Cuſtom, law, reaſon, all ! my cauſe forſake : 
And nature ſleeps, to keep my woes awake ! 
Cimes, which the crucl, ſcarce believe can be, 
ihe Lind are guilty of, to ruin me / Y 
Lven /be, who bore me, blaſts me with her hate, I | 
And, meant my fortune, makes herſelf my fate! | 


YET, has this ſweet neglefer of my woes, 
The ſofteſt, tend'reſt breaf?, that pity knows! 
Her eyes thed mercy, whereſoc'er they /hine, 
And her ſoul melts, at every woe === but mine. 


Sure 
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Sure, then! ſome ſecret fate, for guilt unwil!Pd, 
Some ſentence pre-ordain'd to be /ulfilF'd ! 
Plung'd me, thus deep, in ſorrow's ſearching food, 
And waſh'd me, from the nem ry of her blood. 


Bur, oh ! whatever cauſe has mov'd her hate, 
Let me but /g, in filence, at my fare; 


The Gop, within, perhaps, may touch her breaſt, 


And, when ſhe pities — wuo can be diſtreſ d? 


On Lady Mary Wortley Montague's 
brine with her out of ; Y, 
the Art of Inoculating rhe 8 SMALL= 
Pox. 


HE N Greece, reviving, into ſhort delig/t, 
Felt pride, and comfort, at our muſe's 


/ight, 


The rivabd nine no ſooner ſaw her face, 

But e'en their envy gave their wonder place 
Charm'd, into Yve, of what eclips'd their fo 5 
They wak'd Apollo, with her powerful name 


E 3 
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Set ! — God of Grecian wit! Urania cries, 


How ſweet a Musz the Weſtern World ſupplies ! 


Say, ſhould ſhe 4% ſome favour from your 


throne, 
What could you 5 her tale, that's not her own ? 
Sparkling in charms, the heavenly „ranger view, 
So grac'd! — ſhe ſcarce can owe a beam to you /! 
Beauty, with love, her power to your's prefers : 
And wt, and learning, are, already, bers “ 


Rovs'd, at her name — receding, from her eyes, 
The gazing Gop roſe flow, in ſoft ſurprize ! 
Fair miracle, he ſaid, — and paus'd, a while: 
Then, thus — Sweet Glory of your envy'd Je ! 
Charm'd, and oblig'd, leſt we ungrateful ſeem, 
Bear, hence, at leaſt, one mark of our eſteem. 

One of my three great claims, your wiſh may fit ; 

Whoſe voice is mu/ick, and whoſe thoughts are 
70¹ / | 1 5 

Phyſic, alone, remains, to grant you, here 

A ſkill ! your godlike pity will endear. 

Form'd, to give wounds, which muſt no eaſe pro- 
cure, 


Atone your influ'nce, by new arts, to cure. 
. | 3 Beauty's 
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Beauty's chief oe, a fear'd and fierce diſeaſe ! 


Bows at my beck ; and knows its God's decrees. 

Breath'd, in this %, take power, to tame its 
rage, 

And, from its rancour, free the reſcued age : 

High o'er each ſex, in double empire, fit : 

Protecting beauty, and inſpiring wit. 


11 


To CLELIA, in the Country. On the pul- 
ling down St. MarTIN's CHURCH. 


HILE, from the na croud, you lean, 
Mp retir'd 
In filent ſhades, by love of thought inſpir'd. 
1, vex'd by various cares, to buſineſs chain'd, 
Mourn'd your loft converſe, and in town remain'd : 
Dark, as the midnight world, your ſunſhine gone, 
Guideleſs, in ſallen gloom, 1 wander'd on: 
Paſſion's wild influence ebb'd, and flat d, my 

mind, 

As ſeas drive diff rent, with the changing wind * 
But to what point ſoe er, my will was bound 
In vain, I zurn'd th' unreſting compaſs round: 
i Doubt- 
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Doubtful, a while, the wav'ring needle hung, 
Then, trembling, backward to your image ſprung. 


Pensive, I view'd a ſacred pile, of late, 
Which falls, like man, to riſe, in nobler ſtate, 


The Doors thrown wide, it ſeem'd unveil d to 
lie, | 


And reverend ruin ſtruck my /lartled eye. 

Ent'ring, amidſt the buſy hammer's ſound, 

I faw 71me's duſty trophies ſcatter d round: 

Each violated pillar ſtood, bedew'd : 

And wept in ſolemn grie,, a fate ſo rude. 

From tombs by force disjoin'd, reluctant /ones 

Roll'd, mix'd with clouds of du/, and human 
bones : 

From faithleſs walls, defac'd ep fled, 

ö And to long night, confign'd the nameleſs dead : 

I) he pews pale ſquares, in their whole lengthen'd 

rOW, | 

| Gave way, and oper'd a ad ſcene, below ! 

Beauty, youth, wealth, and power, reduc'd to 

| | clay, 

Larded with bones, yet moiſt, unſhelter'd lay: 

Remnants of eyeleſs Skulls, with hollow flare, 

| Mock'd the proud looks, which living charmers 

wear; dm. 5 

| 
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Coffins roſe broke, unfaithful to their fruſt! 
And fleſh flew round me, in unjointed duſt. 
Scarce a ſhort ſpan, bencath that opening for, 

Where kneeling charmers 1. d, the week be- 
fore; 

Where forms, like yours ! rejoic'd th' admiring 
eye, 

Forms, once, like yours ! in naked atoms, lie. 

O! fate of failing life! O! flatt'ring dream ! 

What w:int'ry ſunſhine is thy ſhadowy gleam ! 


Trvs, while I mus'd, thy ſou] approach'd my 
ear ; h 

Thy ſoft-wing'd ſoul! that always, hovers near. 
Sce'ſt thou, it figh'd — how theſe /ad relicks lie 
And do'ſt thou fear, that CLILIA, thus, can die? 
No — She's mind; and her immortal name, 
Eluding death's ſhort reach, ſhall tread on fame. 
Tongues, yet unthought off, CLEL1A ſhall adorn, 
And charm adoring nations — yet unborn. 
Heroes, at whoſe reſolves, the world will ſhake, 
Shall treat y ſex with reverence, for thy ſake 
And each fair tyrant, who would Empreſs be, 
Form but one wiſh—7s think, and look like thee, 


To 
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To a Lady, who lord Angling, from a 


Hint, out of Dr. Doxxs. 


I. 


1OME, by the bending reed's ſlow aid, 
May boaſt th' unwary ih betray' d: 


Others may finny ſhoals beſet, 
And ſweep em, with the treach'rous net. 


II. 


But, why ſhou'd SYLvi1A uſe deceit, 
Who is, herſelf, her own beſt bait? 
Step but, andreſi d, within the brook, 
And ſmile at every needleſs hook. 


III. 


Each ⁊billing fi/þ will, round thee, ſim, 
Gladder to catch thee, than thou him, 
Or, if one fiſh, uncaught, goes by, 

That fiſh, is wiſer, far, than 7! 


To 
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Foftling, in Snowy Ii eather. 


OrGive me, Chloris! nor my rudeneſs 
F blame, 3 

Strange, as it is, this froft has bred a flame! 
Driv'n from your breaſt, I glow, with new deſire, 
And melt, like ſtraggling ſnow, that falls on fire. 


Had you been black, you might have hund 
this blow; 


For diff rent colours wou'd each other ſhow, & 


But oh ! you're fair, and cold, and off, and | 
every Ay like now, - 


* IT of = —” _ a. lh. 2 


Anſwer to the Reſolve. 


* 


H ILS T empty coxcombs blaſt a wo- 
man's fame, 
In every ſtate, and every age, the /ame : 
With their own o/ly . d, each FAIR oy 
toaſt, 
And, where they aft are happy, ſwear they're 
moſt ; 
No diff*rence marking, 'twixt the gay and leu, 
But dreaming, ALL, who fy, would be purſued : 
| While, 
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While thus, they vainly hink, and vainly live, 
Loft, to that reverence, love's ſoft leſſons give; 
Let this great Max1M be my paſſion's guide 
May TI n&er hope, where J am ne er deny'd, 
Iver gain a Woman, willing to be try'd. 


8 —_— K 


Anſwer to a ſcurrilous, obſcene Poem, 
entitled, An Epiſtle from Mrs Rop1N- 
SON to SENESINO. 


ROM thy o/c lines, I turn my eyes away, 
Nor know, o'erſpread with 5/u/hes, what to 
{ay : | | 
The modeſt muſes, wounded, by thy /frarn, 
For me, and for themſelves, do thus complain. 


O THov ! our country's folly and expence ! 
Dull foe to Tragedy and God-like ſenſe ! 

Too long mean mercenary ſhade, too long, 

Has't Zhou theſe IsLEs inchanted with thy ſong. 
Mujick's ſoft Gop unbinds the charm, he rats'd, 
He bleſtthy tongue, and while he bleft, we prais'd : 
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By thee polluted, he diſclaims his choice, 


And will no longer warble in thy voice. 

His trembling notes, where melting ſoftneſs hung, 
And every grace, will ſeek a chaſter tongue. 
No more, the hover ſhall thy ſong repeat, 


No more, the F1AR ONE figh — Tis wondrous 
ſiweet | 


On! guilty SENESINO! thou, 20 more, 
Shalt bravo ! bravo ! hear — or loud, encore. 
The Joſe and dull, ſhall all thy audience be; 
The chaſte and witty ſhall reſent for me. 
All unattended ſhall thy aukward form, 
To ſad, wncrowded ſcenes, or whine, or form. 
Thy wretched ha— ſhall unapplauded, grow, 
And zIl-plac'd bays fall, with'ring from thy brow. 
Know, Songſter, Julius, Godlike chief diſdains 
Thy pril, unnatural, ungraceful, ſtrains : 
With rage redoubled, Pompey's ghoſt muſt burn, 
To find ſuch tears profane his ſacred urn. 


REMEMBER, Echo, ſoon thou'lt know the time, 
Stript of thy robes, thy /eg/ons, and thy rhyme ; 
Thou poor Machine, of mean deluſive ſound, 
When I ſhall ſee thy temples all unhound, 0 


And rheſe who heroes ad, like heroes, crotn'd \ 
THOU 
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THOU to thy famiſh'd Tay ſhalt go, 
And rival Fauftus, to the ſhades, below. 


* — — — 


1. 


The Choice, 70 a Friend. 


QF greatly bleſs'd! who can, as fate re- 

— quires, | 

By ductile <w//dom, temper your defires ! 

Balanc'd, within, you look abroad, ſerene, 

And marking both extremes, paſs, clear, between, 

Oh! could your lov'd example teach your Hill 

And, as it moves my wonder, mend my wi/l ! 

Calm would my paſſions grow: my lot might 
pleaſe ; 

And my fick ſoul ſhould 7hink itſelf, to eaſe, 

But to the future, while I ſtrain my eye, 

Each preſent good ſlips, undiſtinguiſh'd, by. 

Still, what I would, contends with what I can; 

And my wild vibes leap the bounds of Man. 


Ir in my power it lies, to limit hope, 
And my uncbain'd defires can fix a ſcope : 
8 This 
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Tis were my choice — Oh, friend, pronounce 
me poor 1 

For I have wants, which wealth can never cure] 

Mean is that ſoul, which its own good can fill; 

A proſp'rous world, alone, could feaſt my will. 

He's poor at beſt, who others miſery ſees, 

And wants the w/b'd-for power, to give it eaſe. 

He's rich, who ſole-ſupreme, and unconfin'd, 

Can, with unbounded influence, bleſs mankind. 

A glory this! unreach'd — but on a throne ! F 

ALL were enough — but leſs, than ALL, is none. 

This my fr/t wiſh— But, ſince twere vu and 
vain, 

To graſp at glitt'ring clouds with fruitleſs pain; 

More ſafely low, let my next proſpect be: 

And life's mild evening this fair ſunsſet ſee. 

Far,froma LoRD's loath'd neighbourhood a ſate, 

Whoſe /:ttle greatneſs is a pride, J hate! 

On ſome lone v0, ſhould my ſtrong houſe be 
plac'd, 

Surrounded, by a vaſt, and healthy, will ? 

Sterile and coarſe, the untry'd ſei] ſhould be; 

But forc'd to flouriſh, and ſubdued by me. 

Seas, woods, meads, mountains, gardens, ſtreams, 
and ſkies, 

Shou d, with a changeful grandeur, charm my eyes, 

Still 
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Still, where I mov'd, new marks of my po/? pains 
Shou'd plume the mountain tops, and paint the 
plain: 

Greatly obſcure, and ſhunning courts, or name, 
Widely befriended, but eſcaping fame. 

Peaceful, in ſludious quiet, would I live; 

Lie hid, for leiſure; and grow rich, to Give. 


70 tbe Editor of CLARISSA. 


AINTERS to PozTs, owe their nobleſt praiſe ; 
Mute are their tints, till vozc'd by living lays 
Paſſive, the ſemblant forms but ſeem to breathe; 
Deluſve ſurface holds 0 depth beneath. 


Far other lines CLARISSA's painter drew! 

Far other force his penſive colours knew | 

There, in round fulneſs, active pictures glow, 

Turgid with ſpeaking life, and thinking woe. 

His, the ſoul's 1 whoſe warm ſtrokes im- 

part 

Mind, to the form, and paſſion to the heart. 

A delegate Creator ! calm, he lies, 

And ſees the worlds, he calls for, round him, EP 
| nr 
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Ou! might he ive, till his CLARISSA's death / 
But life immortal ſuits not mortal breath. 
Let him but Jive, till all, who read, are taught, 
What aided influence,beauty draws from thought? 
Then, would his length'ning years all bounds defy, 
And nature, and her friend, together, die. 
So, would he charm whole time — yet, vainly, 
too: 
Reach every conſcious heart — to change — how 
. 
Let him not hope too much — nor heaven, nor 
be, 
Sets human minds, from human frailties free: 
Tho' each can own, where all the reſt are hit, 
And every flaw, remote from ſelf, admit: 
Tho' marks, external, catch the viſual ray, 
All n-/but objects ſhun the ſearch of day. 
Each uglieſt /keneſs, for another, ſhown, 
Strikes all: but none find eyes, to note their own = 
Yet his — whate'er ſtage, preſs, or pulpit can 
Whate'er the heart's touch'd feelings lend, to 
Man : EY 
All, that from all is learnt, one genius gives, 
And, in collective right of virtue, lives. 
Vor, IV. F  WHENCE 
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WHENCE was his more than magic power 
ſupply'd, 

So ſkill'd, to ſtart He's game, on every fide ! 

Where could his line th unmeaſur'd vaſtneſs find, 

To fathom all the depths, of all mankind! _ 

Piercing, as /ight, from heaven, to earth, he flows, 

And every /tain, and every beauty, ſhows |! 


Tue three great powers, that habe the human ; 
heart, ; 5 | 
Are muſich, eloquence, and paintive art: | 
Picture and eloquence, already, charm, 1 
In every tea ful page, divinely warm ! = 
Oh! let tun'd numbers fill th' illuſtrious frine: 
In ſome new work, let added mu/ick ſhine, 
Let his next wreath, the Poet's Toy claim, 
And his owns verſe immortalize his name. 
Verſe, ſo inſpir'd, inſpiring, and combin'd, 
Would pour th' enrapt'ring virtues, o'er the mind; 
Rouſe, from their roots in earth, hearts, hard as 


ſteel, 


And feach, once more, the trees, and beaſts, to 
feel ! | 


Honeſt 
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Honeſt Tou Tar's Prayer. 


T FT} ONEST Tom Tar, of unpacific t, 
Plunder'd by Dons, he muſt not dare re- 
fiſt ; 
Longing, unlicens'd, to revenge his ſmart, 
Curs'd 'em in valiant b:tterneſs of heart. 


GOD grant us grace, he cry'd, old debts to 
- Pay, 
And give theſe rogues their own another day! 
God teach JACK SPANIARD, cawardice and flight, 
And teach OLD ENGLAND, in exchange, to fight. 


Kind Heaven, with pity, heard the brave bold 
fellow, 


Gave his curſe force — and Spain his FARINELL0. 


nfs 


* 


Miſs A V i's Circle. 
bh: 
7” all the fate of ſovereign /ove, 
See, ſee, the worſhipp'd Goddeſs ſhine ! 
While crowding ſuppliants round her move, 


And every hope, too hard, for mine. 
| F2 Eaſy, 


— 
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II. 
Eaſy and ſprightly, near her, ſee 
The Son of titled L—-N—LEF plead ! 
Without a /g, he ſmiles his plea, 
And brings a heart, too gay, to bleed, 


III. 
Mark, next, a youth, more cloſe than he ! 
'Tis C RI, in his dawn of day: 
Softly bold, and humbly fre, 
His French adroitneſs paves the way. 


IV. 
S—L—N no dangerous rival ſeems, 
While he, forſaking love for wit, 
All unadoring, juſt, e/teems, 
Crows, claps his wings, and leaves the Pit. 


V. 
In earneſt ſtruck, and ſick, within, 
Young C—=-—21 with woes, would move; 


Tells real pains, and thinks, to 407 
A Woman's heart by infelt Ive. 


| ES 2 be 
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VI. 


Pp n's noble Duke, with ſhape, and air, 
Adorning dignity with grace, 
From every loo aſſaults the fair, 
And carries courtſhip, in his face. 


VII. 


In rear of theſe, and yet to come, 
Her nameſake, next, his fate to prove, 
Stops ſhort, and turns, in ſight of Rome, 
And quits the Saints, to bow to love. 


VIII. 
What has poor J—-RN—x to hope, 
Dim: ſhining, in ſo bright a crowd? 
Shall he, deſpairing, court a rope, 
Or hopeleſs flame be ſtill avow'd ? 


IX. 


Hang mean diſtruſt — The Charmer knows, 


What rapture dwells, in life and fire] 
And never beauty wrongly choſe, 


F z 


That crown'd warm truth and met defire. 


To 


70 ORIGINAL PoE Ms. 


To the two generous Maſters St. Quix- 
TIN, on their tender Aﬀection to each 
other, in their Progreſs through, and 
Recovery from, the Small-Pox. 


* X ES are needleſs aids, in /ove's pure 


dlaim, 
Since ſouls (not bodies) light our ſocial flame. 
Lamps, of impriſon'd life, miſplac d, we ſhine, 
Leap, lean our lengthening points — and /ong 
to join 


— — _ 

— — d 
—_ -- 

* , 


So, long'd your brother minds, to ms em- 
brace ; | 


As light meets Jig bt, and ſpace is 10ſt, in ſpace. 
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DEATH, with ſuſpended hand, beheld your 
Call'd off diſeaſe's rage, and ſet free life. 
Why ſhould they die, the ghaſtly Pauſer cry'd, 
Whom names but ſeparate, and but forms divide? 
See, with what ſpring th' elaſtic ſtrugglers Few / 
| Clung to their fate, and to deaths horrors grew / 
= 
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In vain eruptive fires their faces ſereen : 

Fever's hot anguiſh, vainly, burnt, between. 

Wolves, that behind ſome thicket, ſcent their 
prey, 

Net with more fierce delight, o'er thorns make 
way, 

Than, lur'd by danger, one, with rapture ſought 

Th' infedous graſp, that his be/? half had caught: 

There ſmil'd, their #wi/ted ſouls, farewel, all fear; 

We riſe, together, to a HEAVEN, not Here. 


No — let em /tay, to earth's dim duſt confin'd, 


Croſsd, in their clouded way, t'ward realms of 
mind. 


Twas not .Death's drift to firike for — added 
In next world, ANGELS — You're but Men in 
| this. 


F 4 Sent 
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Sent to @ Lady with a Pocket-Looking- 
Glaſs. 


EE! my ſcul's ſerene invader ! 

See the face, I firſt ador'd ! 
Heaven, for /ove, and pity, made her, 
And with angels graces, ſtor'd, 


Mark her forehead's aweful riſing, 
See her ſoul-ſubduing eyes / 

Every loc, and arr, ſurprizing ! 
Modeſt, lively, ſoft, and wiſe. 


Next to you, I own, I /ve her; 
But your ſweet, diſcerning, eye, 
Muſt not, now, be zealous of her: 
She's ne'er ſeen, but you are by. 


To David MarLzr, E/g; on a miſtaken 


Suppoſition, that I had forgot him. 


* IT, like yours — and yet forgot ? 
Dreamy doubt? believe it not. 


Faith 
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Faith, in ſilence, loves to dwell, 
Fill'd with ſenſe, it ſhuns to tell. 
Shoaly waters loudeſt daſh ; 

D1:/tant light'nings longeſt flaſh : 
Spare pretence's empty drum, 
Deepeſt joys, are oft'neſt dumb. 
Bodies part — but mutual mind 
Stretch'd immenſe, contiguous in d, 
Ever tangent, always ſeen, 

Souls embrace, with worlds between. 
Pride, indeed, avows it fit, 

Men, forgotten, ſhould forget : 
Reaſon more to juſtice owes ; 

Reaſon loves — becauſe it knows. 
Debt can ne'er for traffick ſtay ; 
Unrecetving, it, muſt pay: 

Taſte of other's worth — ſhould none 
Lend a weight, to aid our own — 
Don't, howe'er, the balance Jail, 


Toſs in /e/f to turn the ſcale, 


— — * 
— FED — — — N Aw” — — — E 
. - C . . — - - — — — 
— 5 — 1 2 wx — - w— — * * y 8 > ” wm - — 
<- — 4 - 2 pu d 5 * "= — — - _ % — oe 2 ” 2 8 s 3 Fe L 5 > 
6 — ä — ps — — — 
: - _———_— > © * — 
r k 


_ * — 
—— — - 

n 
— - . — 


„ — — 
, — 

— 
„ * 
— 


* J * 
. W - 7 * do 


. ͤ ˙—¹Ä — peranroag Seater 


> — * 
rr nee 
. 


- 
22 * — 
* - o 


74 ORIGINAL PoE Ms. 


PROLOGUE: 7 EugIpIcx. 


1 N Youth, when modeſiy and merit meet, 

How rare the union, and the ferce, how 
| ſweet | 

Tho! at ſmall ptaiſe, our humble author aims, 

His friend may give him, what his bluſh diſclaims, 


LAbrrSs I — to you, he makes his chief ad- 

dreſs, 

Form'd to be pray'd to, and e' en born, to bleſs ! 

He feels your pow'r, h1mſelf, and makes it elt, 

His ſcenes will teach, each /iubborn heart to 

melt: 

And each fair eye, that, now, ſhines Ay, here, 

Anon, ſhall ſhine, ſtill ter, thro' a fear: 

Let not conſtraint your generous ſighs repreſs, 

Nor veil compaſſion — nor repel diſtreſs : 

Your ſex's ſtrength is — in ſuch weakneſs found, 

And /fighs, and tears, but help your charms — 
to Wound. 


Or 
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Or all the wonders, taught us, by the fair, 
'Tis ſtrangeſt — Tragedy ſhould loſe their care 
Where love, ſoft tyrant ! in full glory, rezgns, 
And ſovereign beauty holds the world in chains. 


Lxss poliſh'd, and more bold, the comic muſe 


Unkings your Cupid, or obſtructs his views: 


Upholds preſuming wit's familiar claim, 


And blots out awe, from /ove's diminiſh'd flame; 


Find, or makes, faults ; and ſets 'em ſtrong in 


ſight, 
And dares draw Woman — falſe, or vain, or 
light. | 


While Tragedy — your ſervant, try'd, and true, 
Still to your fame, devoted, and to you, 


Enſlav'd to love, ſubdu'd ambition brings - | 
Firms beauty's power, and crowns it King of 


Kin 98. 


LET wiſh'd attention grace our ſcene to night, 
And mourn'd afi:#ions move refin'd delight: 
Each tender light of life we recommend: 
Wife, huſband, ſubject, parent, ſon, and friend, 

| e 
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All your impaſſion'd intereſts ſhall engage, 

And hopes, and fears, and pity, fre the ſtage. 

Then, when ſoft ſorrow ſwells the fair one's 
breaſt, | 

And ſad impreſſions mix, with nightly reſt ; 

Pleaſing remembrance ſhall our ſcene ſupply, 

And the ſweet ſadd'ning influence never die. 


The Actors Epitome. 


F comprehenſion, beſt, can pow'r expreſs, 
And that's, ſtill, greateſt, which contains the 
leſs ; : 5 
No rank's high claim, can make the player's ſmall, 
Since acting each, he comprehends them, all. 


O FF, to due diſtance, half the ſtalling train 
Blots of a title, your low taſtes prophane ] 
No dull cold mouther ſhares the ac plea, 
Rightly to ſeem, is tranſiently to ve. 


ARDuovs the taſe, and aſks a climbing brain - 
A head for judgment, and a heart for pain: 
E'er 
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E'er ſenſe, impreſs' d, reflects adopted forms, 
And changeful nature ſhakes, with borrow'd ſtorms. 


TEN ſtrong-mark'd paſſions, ſigns external 
bear, 
And ſamp aſſum'd diſtinctions on the player; 
Foy, grief, fear, anger, pity, ſcorn, and hate, 
Wonder, ſhame, jealouſy, and love's ſoft weight. 


THESE, when he paints, did he but firſt con- 
ceive, 
Each, on his fancy, would its image leave; 
Thence, ductile fibres catch the expreſſive ſpring, 
And the eyes dart it, and the accents ring. 


You, who would Joy's triumphant pride ex- 
preſs 
What moſt you wiſh, imagine you poſſeſs. 
Strait, flames th' 74ca to the kindling eye, 
And every nerve, in concord, braces high : 
Treading on air, each joint a ſoul diſplays ; 
The looks, all, lighten — and the limbs, all, blaze. 


Bur you, who act unhoping GRIEF'S diſtreſs, 
Touch fancy, with ſome home-felt wretchedneſs. 
. Then, 
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Then, ſlack'nin g nerves the looſe 7mpreſſion taxe 
Each ſad /ook fickens : the ſhock'd ſirits break: 
Dim falls the faded eye; — the feps drag, flow, 
And ev'ry heedleſs geſture heaves, with o9e. 


FEAR is but active grzef, avoiding pain, 
Yet flies, too faintly, and avozds, in vain : 
While ſtagnate ſpirits, thick*ning, as they ſpread, 
O'er the cold heart, crawls ſlow, the living lead. 
What, tho' the eyes prompt ray keen light ning 
dart | 
'Tis fruitleſs : — loos'ning fibres lame the heart. 


ANGER is pride provok'd, beyond controul, 
When ſome felt inſult fires the ſmarting ſoul : 
Then, the w:/Ps warmth, repelling fancy'd ſhame, 
Strings the zerves hard, and bids the eye-balls 

flame : 
Then marks of menace, air, and face deform ; 
And ſhort, thick, breathings, paint the infelt ſtorm. 


PITY is active ſenſe of alien grief; 


Think, ſome dear, dying ſuff rer begs relief : 


Aidful idea ſprings, to ſuccour woe, 


And ev'ry quivering /n learns to g/oro, 
While, 
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While, mild, as ſighing ſaints, the ſadd' ning face, 
Clouds, into anguiſb, with relenting grace. 


SCORN is cold anger, careleſs and at eaſe, 
Calm ſenſe of ⁊ꝛbrongs, too harmleſs, to diſpleaſe; 
Bold, in undoubted ſafety, twould diſclaim 
Defiance — and with proud remzſſneſs, flame. 
Now ſmiles, now frowns ; — yet both with eye 

ſerene 3 


And lets the nerves play looſe, with parnle/s ſpleen. 


HATRE D is ſullen fury, long retain'd : 
'Tis willing miſchief, warily reſtrain'd : 


This to paint frong, the back-brac'd nerves ſhould 
toil, 


In fetter'd rain; and heave in curv'd recoil: 
While, with impatient frown, th' averted eye 
Shuns the loathd object, it diſdains, too nigh. 


PAIN-SEEKING JEALOUSY feels doubtful rage, 
Which truſtful prty ſtruggles to afſwage : 
Thence, frets uncertain pain, with penſive glow, 
And look, and aclion, ſhare divided woe. 

Sad, in the face, the heart's felt /o/7neſs reigns, 
While each tugg'd ine angry vengeance ſtrains. 


WONDER 
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WONDER is curious fear — Suppoſe, by 
night, 
Some pale, met Hectre croſs'd the moon's dim 
light! 


Sudden, the back'ning blood, retreating ſwift, 


Swells the preſs'd heart : — each fibre fails, to 


Faw 
Loft, in ſhort pauſe, arreſted motion lies, 


And ſenſe climbs doubtful, to the ſtraining eyes, 


LOVE is, at once, intenſe, and flack defire : 
There, hope inflames, while reverence cools the 
A - 
Fear of repulſe, bold ſenſe of joy withdraws ; 
Sigbs in each accent; every movement awes 
Soft, earneſt looks bluſh ver th' inclining face, 
And finewy tranſport borrows ſhade, from grace. 


BPI 
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EPIL OG U E, 
To the Lovers : 


EE ſcene now clos'd, and Euſtace eas d, 
at beart, 


Pardon fix lines, in pity of poor Smart : 
One play will bear #209 morals ; and I'll ſhow, 
There's ſomething for our ſex, e'en in a beau; 


I HAvE, a ſpark, of captain Smart's fine airs ; 
His front white-border'd, with a fringe of hairs, 
His new-print Hat, like Elzevir in ſmall, 

Tips a huge round O face, in CAPITAL | 
Short, and hid, harmleſs, hangs his ſword declin'd, 
While a ung tail, miſplac'd, ſtruts out, behind. 


STRANGE contradictions his mixt dreſs implies * 

A ſhort, Dutch waiſt, with ſkirts of blue-coat 
ſize, Ty 

Two harneſs-buckles his poor ſhoes muſt wear, 
Vet be allow'd 70 heels, their weight to bear 
Narrow his ruffles — but in broad amends, 4 
Up, to his ſhoulders, the flap'd fleeve extends ! 
And yet, while this pert dreſs, thus, 700 fold ran, 
His ſhort red wa//tcoat — look'd but half a man. 

Vol. IV. 8 N 


We can be heads ourſelves — and want of brain, 
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In my averted eyes, he read my thought, 
And vow'd to charm me, the firſt glance he 
caught. 
Then ſtoop'd — hung wriggling back — wav'd, 
{mil'd, and /crap'd, 
And clos'd his hands — and cock'd his chin and 


Sap d. 

Mapa, ſaid he, 'twill poze your 47 to gueſs 
The myſteries of this emblematic dreſs ; 
Theſe Hats we wear, to prove us free FER pride ; 
Light, humble mcaſiurers of the brains, they hide. 
'This round head-crop, a myftic ſign appears, 
In due detection of our meaning ears. 
Our fword's old needleſs lengtb away we threw, 
As ſworn, to ſhun all battles, but with you. 
Inſide and out, each mark your claim inſures, 
And cvery inch of every Smart is yours. 
He bow'd and „cer d; —and I a convert grew, 
Nor till that moment, balf his merits knew, 


LET wives, who with ſubjecZion, marry wits ; 
Women love pier — A fool our fancy hits: 


Let him have 70 wccr/e want, ne'er gives us pain. 
P R O- 


* 
* 
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P ROL OG UE, 
Spoke by Mr. JonNs ov. 


O night, no languid love ſhall dare complain: 
Moe, far more. ſerious, aſzs more ſerious 
pain 3 
Critic, be ours; tis now, the patriot's cauſe; 
What Briton wars, on liberty — and /aws / 


Sweet liberty! thou ſunſhine of the heart] 


Thou /mile of nature ! and thou ſoul of art ! 

Without hy aid, no human hope could grow: 

And love, and wealth, and wiſdom, were but 
woe! 

Thine, 1n all ages, all the wiſe and brave ; 

No hero ever was — or wwiſh'd a ſlave. 


BRITAIN, fair Queen of ſtates! feel, if 
thou can'ſt, 8 | 
Feel thy own happineſs — 'Tis all thou anf 
Bleſt Je! while every groaning nation, round, 
Bows, to the ſervile yoke, ignobly bound, 
Thou, from their confines, and their miſeries, rent, 
Safe, ſea-ſet gem ! — thy own great continent / 
| G 2 Shew'ſt 
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Shew'ſt a tame, truckling world, one generous 


land, 


Where power ne'er proſper'd, in a fyrant's hand 
Live, ye brave guardians of your country's cauſe! 


Live, and give freedom life, by living /aws. 

From your white cliſs, look round a world en- 
ſlav'd 1 * a 

And hug th' aſſerted rights, your fathers fav'd. 


Bur, while flow-rous'd, your dreaded arms 
prevail, 

And commerce, ſpite of envy, ſpreads her fail, 

Stoop not to forfeit WiTs all-bright'ning claim: 

Sword, Trade, and pen, ſhould guard the con- 
qu'ror's fame. 

Taſte, for yourſefves — be all French pon dil- 
dain'd : 

Not e'en a /lave wou'd bear his fancy chain'd. 

Off with their jripp'ry modes — their avis in 
vain, 

Attempt us — ſhall their cooks, and ray 2 reign ! ? 

Croſs 'em, in taſte, dreſs, politicks, — and DANCE ; 

Scorn, e'en, a STEP, that leaves the lead, to 
France ; 


smile 
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Smile at the pride, their light-/age-cap'rer feels, 
Firm- ſtanding Britons need no flying heels. 
Riſe, riſe, //*# muſe ! re-wake the flumb'ring 

_ ſcene, 
Teach ſhow, to animate — and ſound, to mean. 
Solemn, and high, new-ſtring the fragic lyre ; 
Tempt back the Poet's Gop, to lend his fre. 
Here, muſt he dwell ; his face no ſave dares ſee, 
And who, not Britiſh-born, is, now, left free? 


HiTHER, from Rome, Rome's antient genius 
flies: | 
For fancy cannot live, where courage dies, 
Hail, my laſt hope, ſhe crys — inſpir'd by me, 
With, think, talk, write, and act — for Liberty. 
Yet — would you build my fabrick, to endure, | 
Be your hearts warm, but let your hands be pure. [ 
Never, to ſhine, yourſelves, your country ſell : | 
Difplac'd, tink nobly : when in power, ac well. 
Arree, like modern ; fight, like antient, Rome: 
War but abroad — and taſte ſweet peace, at home: 
Let no ſelf-ſerver, general truſt betray ; 
No pique, no party bar the public way: 


o 

: 

” 1 

: 

4 

* , 
0 


Front an arm'd world, with union on your fide, : 
No foe ſhall ſhake you — if no friends divide. 
3 G 3 The 
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De Logp's PRAYER in Verſe. 


LmM1cnTyY father! of high Heaven poſ- 
© ® 

Be thy name holy, and thy power confeſs'd ! 

Teach us, on earth to know, and do thy will; 

As Heaven's bright train thy great commands ful- 
fil. 

Gracious, our daily bread of life, beſtow : 

And ſhow us mercy, as we mercy ſhow : 

Guard us, from ſtrong femptation's powerful 
call ; 

Nor, when we meet with evil, let us fall. 


— 
. * 


bo | 
An Addreſs, from the Statues at Srowz, 
10 Lord Copnam, on his Return 10 
his Garden. 


ROM every muſe, and every art, thy own, 
Thy bowers, our Theatres, thy mind, our 
throne ; 


Hail 
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Hail to thy virtues, manumiz'd from ate, 
Hail to thy /e:ſure to be wiſely great! 
Fetter d by duties, and to forms enſlav'd, 
How timely has thy life a remnant ſav d! 
To taſte that freedom, which thy ſword main- 
tain'd; 
And lead, in letter d eaſe, a life unpain'd ! 
So Scipio, Carthage fallin, reſign'd his plume, 
And ſmil'd, at the forgetfulneſs of Rome. 


O, GREATLY bleſs'd! whoſe evening ſweetlieſt 
ſhines, | 
And in unclouded ſlowneſs, calm, declines ! 
Now, free reflection, with reverted eye, 
Man'd from hot ncontide, and a troubled ſky, 
Divides life well — the largeſt part long known 
Thy country's claim — the laſt and beſt thy ow. 


Go, like the maſters of the world, go ſhine ; 
Be Charles life, and Diocleſian's thine : 
Firm thy «wn power ; dependent peace create, 
And ſhade diſtinction from the ſtorms of ſtate : 
With pray'rs, and fra; thy toil, (like heaven's) 
be paid, 
And guard the grow!mg RY” thy hands have 
made, 8 4 Thegs 
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There, while detach'd, thy ſelf-ſupported ſoul 
Reſumes dominion, and eſcapes controul ; 
Moves, with a grandeur, monarchs ſeek, in vain, 
Above all forms, all dangers, and all pain : 

The muſe ſhall find thee, in thy bleſs'd retreat, 
And breathe this hone/t wiſh at Cobham's feet : 
Freſh, as thy lakes, may all thy pleaſures flow; 
And breezy, like thy groves, thy paſſions blow; 
Wide as thy fancy, be thy ſpreading praiſe, 
And long, and lovely, as thy walks — thy days. 


What is God ? 


OLD!—'Tis too much for thought ! 
H decide no more: —. 
But, in ſafe /ilence, awefully adore. 

Loſt, in th' immenſe abyſs, man can but ſee, 
That he, who knows God, right, muſt, firſt, be 


HE. 


— 
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Writ on à Blank Leaf of ALzZIxA, when 
given to His Royal . tbe 
Prince of WaLEs. 


FAO, Muſe! nor vainly mourn Britannia 
G ſtray'd, | 
In faction, roughning, or diffolv'd, in trade; 
Taſteleſs of letters; yet, to Fame, inclin'd, 

Buſily v:ewleſs, and profoundly blind : 

Go, to thy Country's Hope, invoke his care; 
Watch, if he ſmiles, and, then, ſuſpend deſpair z 
Bleſs his protective hand, that calls out Arts, 

And hail his Empire, o'er a people's hearts. 


To Lady W , on ſeeing her in the 
Park, after her Recovery from a long 
me. 


LEA 8 D, at your wiſh'd return, to chear 
the ſhade, 

For your long life, a penſive — pray'd ; 

Shock'd 
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Shock'd, and diſguſted, at the modern fair, 

Vacant of thought, and turbulent of air; 

He hail'd your health, reſtor'd, who live, to prove, 

How, women, once, compell'd the wiſe, to love. 

How unaffected eaſe, in motion, charms! _ 

How knowledge holds the heart, that ſweetneſs 
warms | 

How thinking Spirit quickens every grace, 

Till the ſoul lightens, thro' the meaning face! 


GRIEV'D, to obſerve, what, now, the ſex em- 
ploys, 

Whoſe wit is laughter, and whoſe converſe noiſe : 
Wha loudly ignorant, and coarſely Iigbt, 
Repel men's reaſon, and offend their ght; 
Make youth diſtaſteful, dignity deſpis'd, 
And every claim of beauty paſs unpriz'd : 
Charm'd, he beheld, once more, your air ſublime, 
In all, but wi/dom, ſtill unchang d by time: 
Patterns, like you, may teach the faithleſs eye, 
What, in your abſence, wou'd be judg'd a He; 
Shou'd it be told theſe quenchers of Love's fire, 
That woman, once, was ſoft, and mov'd defire ; 
By modeſt tenderneſs, compell'd reſpect, 


And, arm'd with Infiu'nce, never fear d negles: 
| That 
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That friend, and lover both, ſhe cou'd impart 
Peace to the mind, and paſſion to the Heart, 
Twou'd, now, be thought a dream — but that, 

in you, 

They ſee ſuch prof, that they muſt own, 'zzs true. 
Live, then, a lengthening age of paznleſs hours, 
Your Sex's envy — and the wiſh of ours. 


% 4. GARKRTCK 
On his united Ideas of Actor and Writer. 


Fo O RM O for each other's aid, theſe powers 
but meet, 

As nature's ſelf ſhows ligbt, combin'd with heat: 
Oh! born, to grace their union, let em ſhare 
Thy thoughts eertion, and retard thy care: 
The willing arts bid all their praiſe be thine ; 
For thee, tun'd diſcords into muſick join z 
What others, lab'ring hopeleſs, hardly gain, 
Twas Hine, at once, to ſtart for, and obtain. 

To inſtant growth, without gradation, drawn, 
25 noon leapt back ward, to embrace the daun; 
Time, 
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Time and experience funk, to ſpeed thy way, 
And genius graſp'd creation, in a day 


Non let malignant envy blaſt thy claim, 
Since wit and virtue, triumph, in thy fame. 
Oh ! let no rogue, of damn'd Iaco's race, 
To wile-try'd torture, rack that honeſt face : 
Seem what thou art, brave, faithful, amorous, 
gay; 
The nobleſt paſſions pleaſe, the noble eſt way. 
Heart humaniz'd, head clear, hands clean, foul great, 
Sharp ſenſe, mild manners, eaſe, adorning werght, 
SUN of our Stage, ſhine on: we feel thy light: 
Thy warmth how fruitful ! and wy Nam, how 
bright ! 
Each guilt thou paint'ſt, by borrow'd art, is 1 
But every goodneſs native, and thy own, 


Ou Sir ISAAC NEWTON. 


E'R nature's laws, Gop caſt the veil of night, 

Out-blaz'd a NEwToN's ſoul — and all was 

light = 
To 
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To the Learned and Worſhipful, the Pre- 
dent, Cenſors, the Fellows of the 
College of Phyſicians in London, 


The humble Petition of Thomas Trade, 
of the ſaid City, Wool-Stapler. 


HAT, in rhyme, I petition, you muſt not 
complain, 
For, I oft, have try'd reaſon, and found, 'twas in 
vain : 


Tre known flurdy beggar, who, now, craves 
your aid, 


Was, once, a fam'd citi2en — honeſt Tom Trade; 
His father a clothier, his mother Creole, 
Bid their Son — a blunt, Engliſb, impolitic, ſoul, 
Always think what he pleas'd, and ſpeak what he 
thought 3 | | 
And (a fool for my pains !) I e'en did, as I ought. 
Hence it came — and, no wonder, you Doctors 
will ſay, 
That my fortune turn'd rail, and fell to decay: 
= How 
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How it happen'd, I know not ; but, ſoon, from 
| a Tun, | 

I was ſhrunk to a Noggin — and fairly undone ! 
From a fat, florid cheek, and an eye void of care, 
With a /reebolder's belly, and bluff Britiſp air, 
I aſſum'd a lean, Spaniſh, lank, leathery, jau, 
And look'd dry, tall, and yellow, and light, like a 

ſtraw : 

Well! no matter, on ſay, for my air, or my 


face; | 
So, I haſten, to figh out my ſorrowful caſe. 


THERE's a ſhameleſs old quack, by name 
Dr. Hit, 
Who does very /trange things, at a very dead lift 
'T'was to Him, or to none, all agreed I mult go, 
If I meant any better, or b/gger, to grow. 


Wurx I ſhow'd him my bores, as they peep'd 
thro' my ſen, 
And complain'd, what a dryneſs conſum'd me 
within ; 
I muſt fleece thee, he cry'd, if thou wiſheſt to Ive. 
De'el a loch (anſwer'd I) have they 4 me to give. 
Set 
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Setyourſeal,then,tomortgage the hopes of your ſon, 
And the cure be my care, fo the bus'neſs is done. 
For, I ne'er cou'd aſk fees, nor be ſeen any more, 
If my patients, fo peed, were as ſich, as before. 


W1TH a trembling weak hand, I comply'd 

with his vl, 

While he /augh'd, in my 1 at due ſenſe of his 
Sill. 

Don Muſtacho, he cry'd-- (and with arrogant auen, 

Came his ſurgeon, at call) Here's a patient, too 
lean; 

« Take and purge him, one year and then vomit 
him #00: _ 

« All the third, let him blood — and, if that ſhou'd 
not do, | 

« Seat him, ſix, nine, or #wefve — and, at laſt, 
to work ſure, 

Let a b/i/ter all over make ſhort with his cure.“ 

Oons ! a Doctor, ſaid I! — and flunk back, in a 
fright, 

Don, the Devil, and You, will demoliſh me quite ! 

Where's your conſcience ? D'you think ſuch a 
poor dog, as I, 


Can be — at all ends, and yet never run dry ? 
I'll 


ot 
ith 
1 
fl 
(ht 
106 
I 
"1 
1151 
Bb 
1 
"0.1 
. 
N 
1 
"n 

+ 
1 
- g p 
U 
NN 1 
1 
* ! 
$ "1 » 
Wk 
11 
i : 
10% 
1 I 
i} i 
104 
A 

I! : 
gl #H 
0111-1 
1 
Wan 

N 

1 

„ Li 

N 


if! 
4 
KT 


96 ORIGINAL Por As. 
I'll complain to the college, and get em to trounce 
A horſe- doctor, whom all honeſt beaſts would re- 


Nolincèe. 


Now, ye learned and grave | you, who think, 


for our health ; 

If a wretch deſerves l ife, who has loft all his 
wealth, 

Let me hope due revenge, on this foe, to men's 

breath, 

Who wou'd cure a conſumption, by bleeding to 
death. 

T CLIO: 


02 her praif ng Mr D R, and ſDew- 
ing me ſome of his Verſes. 


N 1 inſpirer of my muſe, and me, 

Thou heaven, of blended ſmiles, and 
Majeſty ! 

Thou, by whoſe light, all others worth is ſhown, 


While thou art dark, as midnight, to thy own : 


Praijing deſert, like his, you charm me, too, 
And, for your blefling him, my thanks are due. 


Mean 
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Mean are the minds, who but their own poſſeſs, 
And reap no joy, from other's happineſs. 

I groan, beneath their pains, whom ſorrow wrings, 
And, when heir hope is riſing, mine has wings. 


O Clo! to deſerve ſuch praiſe from thee, 
Points out h/ friend, a boſom one, for me, 
My ſympathetic foul reveres his name, 

And my warm heart beats anxious, for his fame. 
Sweet are his thoughts, and ſoft, as evening air; 
Foy gilds his /mzles,— his fighs invite deſpatr : 
Strong is his ſenſe, and his reflection deep, 

Wide, as his proſpects — as his mountains /teep ; 
Oh! may he ſtill be 54%, with thy efteem, 

Oh! may thy charms, forever, be his theme / 


VasT is my wonder, at his Fancy's flight, 
Till I remember, whence his tore was drawn; 
Clio, the inſpirer Cho ! lent him Iigbt, 
And ſpread ſoft influence, o'er his wid' ning 
dawn : 
Warm'd, by th' enliv'ning Ire of her beams, 
His rip'ning reaſon burnt with conſcious glu; 
Blaz'd, in the radiant charmer”'s ſtarry ſtreams, 
And ſhed diffuſive heav'n on all, below : 
Vor. IV. = Oh ! 
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Oh! thou ſoft ſun of wit, and /ove's gay clime ! 
Point but one ray of thy broad ſhine, on me, 
Then, ſhall my kindled oz] flame out ſublime, 

And glitter proudly, with thy friend and t bee. 


— 


—ͤ—Ü—ᷣb— — — — 


On Two Lovely and Loving Siſters. 


HEN equal charms, in different colours 
dreſs'd, 

Have ve ſweet /ters rival perſons bleſs'd, 

How kind is heaven, their minds with love, to 
{trike, 

And teach em both, to look, and think, alike ! 


— 


To the Editor of ALBANIA, @ Pon u: 


Addreſsd to the Genius of ScoTLAND, and dedi- 
cated to General Wape. 


" Now, tho' unnam'd, ſince, ſhunning vul- 
gar phraſe, 

Thy muſe wou'd „bine, and, yet, conceal her rays, 
Think thyſelf hid; and hope, in vain, to be 
Unſeen, like ligbi, that ſhews us all, we ſee. 


But, 
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Bur, while thy readers are deny'd thy name, 
They feel, thy genius, and atteſt thy lame. 
They pity, too, in death, thy noteleſs friend, 
Poor by the generous aid, thy wealth wou'd lend, 
Prefac' d by thee, his feeble lights expire, 
Ev'n, in producing, thou obſcur'}t, his fire. 


Nor, but the muſe had warm'd his youthful 
ſong | 

Bold were his notes! and his ideas ſtrong ! 
But, where domeſtic dearneſs warp'd his lays, 
And partial birth miſled the patriot praiſe, 
Wilt thou not join, to blame the bounded zeal, 
That bids us, ozly, for our Country feel? 
Yes —Thou wilt cenſure this too ſcanty care, 
That ſhuts out pity, and appropriates prayer: 
Thou wilt enlarge affection, till it ſees, 
Beyond 2z/elf, and pants for public eaſe. 
Stretch liberty — to diſengage mankind, 
And, ev'n from nature's byaſs, free the mind. 


Wuar, tho' (we know not why) ſoft, inbred 
pride, 


Makes home, ſeem ſweeteſt, and can a miſguide 
2 - Till 
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Till native darkneſs erring taſte conſtrains, 
And Lapland deſarts rival Perſia's plains. 

Let the ſcul's reach the heart's reſtraint reprove, 
And widen, to the world, our Country's love. 


Bafe are theſe local limits to men's hearts, 
That canton out humanity, in parts. 


Truth has no diſtrifs, to divide her foil; 


And virtue is at home, in every ſoil. 

Since, on one common globe, we neighb'ring dwell, 
What narrower line ſhou'd man, from man expel. 
Each, born alike, and ſons of nature, all, 


Human can ne'er, from care of human, fall. 


Bu r paſjion's rapine, nature's union breaks, 
Not „oil, but int'reſt, all this difference makes: 
Born brothers, each, from each, wou'd ſomething 
draw, | 
Till ravag'd equity is ſhrunk to law: 
Blindly forgetful, that the whole is duſt, 
We hate, for parts, nor feel ourſelves unjuſt : 
Confine repute, to place; and praiſe, or rail, 
As ſelf, or ſtranger, turns the varied ſcale : 
Till, ſenſe grown harden'd, in her partial . 


Juice is crippled, into — 
Tuob! 
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Tou! — ſon of liberty! — can'ſt ſhun this 
Hell; | 

Loos'ning reflection, and out-launching /e/f : 
Can'ſt 5ur/? the chain of cuſtom, round the heart, 
And, from worſt ſlavery (that of reaſon) —ſtart. 
Tov, on thy country's hills, can'ſt praiſe beſtow, 
Yet ſtoop not the Encomium, to her ſnow ] 
So wants, confeſs'd, but ſtrengthen meri?'s claim, 
And right, from wrong diſtinguiſh'd, fixes fame. 


Wurd rock-fenc'd Scotland boaſts her hardy 
race, Tg 
Or Engliſh beauty claims but matchleſs grace; 
When France the praiſe of ſprightlieſt wits aſſumes, 
And German plainneſs ſpreads its honeſt plumes; 
Concurring plaudits grant unqueſtion'd dues, 
And truth and reaſon ſanctify the muſe, 


Bur, ſhou'd Teutonic heavineſs aſpire, 

From French vivacity, to raviſh fire ; 

Or Caledonia's manlike virgins vie, 

With the ſoft ſanſbine of an Engliſh eye, 

Juſtice wou'd bluſh, at nature's erring pride, 

And each forc'd trophy be, by truth, deny'd. 
H 3 More 


102 ORIGINAL PoE us. 


—- 


More Juſt thy mind, more gen'rous is thy 
.._ muſe / | 
| Albanian born, this Engliſh theme to chuſe ! 
No partial fattery need thy verſe invade, 
That, in the ear of Scotland, ſounds a WAPDE! 


SUCH, as thy Mufe, ſuch is thy Patron's aim; 
Nor North, nor South, can bound his ſpirit's claim, 
Warm'd from within, he burns with Roman fires, 
Shines for the WoRLD : and, for MANK IND, 4½ 

| pires . 
Adorning power, he beautifies a fate ; 
Endears dominion, and abſolves the great. 
Kind, by his care, rapacious /:cenſe grows 
And poliſh'd jealouſy no hatred knows : 
Felt in their hearts, to love of Faith he charms, 
And, ſoftly congu'ring, needs no aid of arms. 


When (ages hence) his laſt /zne's length'ner 
dies, | | 
And his loft duft reveals not, wwbere it lies: 
Still, ſhall his /ving greatneſs, guard his name, 
And his works lift him, to 7mmortal fame. 
Then, 
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Then, ſhall aſtoniſh'd armies, marching high, 
O'er cauſeway'd mountains, that invade the ſy, 
Climb the rais'd arch, that ſweeps its diſtant 
throw, | 
Croſs tumbling foods, which roar, unheard, below: 
Gaze, from the CHs cut edge, thro' midivay air, 
And, trembling, wonder at their ſafety, there! 
Pierce, fenny deeps, with firm, unſinking tread, 
And, o'er drain'd deſarts, wholeſome empire 
ſpread. 


WuiLE charm'd the ſoldier dwells, on wonders 
paſe'd, 
Some Chief, more knowing, and more touch'd — 
at laſt, 
Shall (pointing) to the attentive files, explain, 
How (many a cent'ry ſince) — in GEoRGE's 
REIGN, 


Wapk's working ſoul, that grac'd his Prince's 
throne, 


Built theſe vaſt Monuments — and ſpar'd his own. 


H 4 - To 
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To CELIA, with a return'd Tragedy. 


I. 


os + AKE, O Celia] muſe divine! 
Take again the fragic tale: 

Mit, fo light, if weigh'd with thine, 

Mounts, like feathers, from thy ſcale. 


II. 


Yet, twere wiſe, O ſoul of verſe! 
Soft to ſmile, upon his flight: 
Blazing tapers, ſcarce, wou'd pierce, 
Were there no ſuch thing, as nig lt. 


II. 


Di mondo wou' d be leſs admir'd, 

Were not brittle chriſtal known; 
And by Poets poorly fir'd, 

Our rich Celia's wealth is ſhown. 
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IV. 
But, alas ! I ſtrive in vain, 
Worth, above me, to diſplay : 
Sunk, beneath thy freamy ſtrain ; 
Like a Glow-wornm, loſt in day. 


To Lady W : 


G E has but one defect — and that's, decay : 
Your beauty fades not, and your graces ſtay ; 
All the dear difference, that your years inſpire, 
Is ripen'd w:/dom, and increaſe of fire; 
Bright'ning, by age, you glow, like gold, in mines, 
That length of time corrodes not, but refines. 


Yer, from this groundleſs wrong, you've done 
your charms, 
Let my inſtructed wiſhes catch alarms ; 
If your time's ſhort — Ah ! rob not, while you 
Hay — 


Leave the night mine— or, you begloom the day. 


PR O- 
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PR OL OG U E, 


For the third Night, at Zara, when firſt play'd 


at the Great Muſick Room, in W 
Vork-Buildings, 


E, whoſe wiſh'd ſervice did my help engage, 
(Nor Aclor I — nor ftudious of the ſlage ! ) 
To aid whoſe purpoſe, and ſupport whole cauſe, 
This ſcene unequal (to our ZARA) draws : 
To night, by /ickneſs, from this preſence, held, 
Mourns his weak will, by want of power repell'd. 


WILLING to pleaſe—and ſruggling to ſucceed, 
He's gone, from acting death — to die, indeed] 
Exhauſted ſpirits, urging on decay, 

Waſted his ſtrength, and ore his life away : 
Till from the Hage, to his laſt bed, confin'd, 
He it us —But, he left his thanks, behind: 
Living, he owns his gratitude your due ; 
And, if he dies — in death, he bleſſes you. 


For me, mean while— who can but what I can, 
To OsMaAN's weight, is added Lus1GNAN ! 
Two 
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Two parts, at once ! — that height I fear to ſcale ! 
Would he were here, to charm ! — for, I ſhall Fail. 
Muſick was his— But now, by woes oppreſs d, 

Sad NIGHTINGALE! the horn is at his breaft ; 
His ſuf *ring virtue | his undue diftreſs ! 
Learning, unprop 41 afflicted manlineſs ! 

Sickneſs, and pain, with patience, holding frrife ! 
Wreſtling with merit; and digjointing life! 

Theſe are pretenſions, which muſt, Here, prevail, 
And touch your generous hearts —howe'er I fail, 


— 


EPIGRAM, 
On Occaſion of the General Mourning, 


| N OT I—Tl wear no black—why others 
| do — 

Ay — let them en the old — 1 love the new. 
Fie ! tis the faſbion — Oh! the faſhion ? — well, 
News for your news, kind, courtly Sir—Tl tell-- 
He, who but mourns, for faſhion's ſake, to-day, 
To-morrow, will, for faſhion's ſake obey, 


E P 1- 
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EPILOGUE, For a Friend, 
Spoke by Miſs RokINSON. 


ITTLE and light, myſelf like things in vogue, 
You'd gueſs me ford, of a light Epilogue ; 
But you're miſtaken — I've a taſte, improving, 
And fancy nothing but what's ſtrong and moving: 
You Ladies, too, ſpite of what Criticks ſay, 
Lean all your judgments the ſame natural way. 


Wuä) N Oratordos lull this tuneful nation, 

Who is not mov'd to ſtrong — commiſeration ? 

When Harlequin jumps, nimbly, thro' the caſe- 
ment, | 

All the charm'd houſe is mov'd to wiſe amazement ! 

Then mark ! — ſome well-writ Tragedy comes 
after ; 

And that ne'er fails to move — your general 
laughter. 5 

Pleas d, that we pleaſe — next, comedy, we play, 

And, then, the whole town's mov'd — to keep 
away. 


TwWwERE 
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'TwERE endleſs, thus to fire your ears with 

proving : 

— Not a foupee, but's either mov d — or moving! 

Gay belles are mov'd, to talk, — ſoft beaux, to 
fare, 

Players, to fret — poor poets are mov'd to ſwear ! 

And J, not laſt, in ill, tho' leaſt, in meaſure, 

Am, in my turn, too, mov'd — to with you plea- 
ſure : 

In fine, which way ſoe'er your taſte may run ye, 

Our MANAGERS are mov'd — to get your money. 

Move ne'er ſo lrangely — T'll be ſhort and pithy, 

Me ſhould move poorly — did not we move with 


Ye. 


EPILOGUE, For a Friend. 
E LL! the Play's over,— and the Au- 
thor's waiting, 
To hear 55 cauſe ſupported, by my prating ; ; 
But, he miſtakes the favour I intend him; — 
Have at him — I ſhall courtier-like, defend him. 
Oh ! 
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Oh ! 'tis provoking, how theſe poets wrong us, 

When, with zmaginary loves, they throng us, 

Like girls, they give us trinkets, to look gay with, 

Which, when night comes, we have no right, to 
play with; _ 

Strange dodors, theſe | our appetites they quicken, 

And, then, remove the feaſt, for fear we /ichen, 

To think of only one, when twenty love us ! 

Can fleſhand blood bear that? — no- that's above us. 

We'd make a ſhift, with one, did but one proffer: 

If we try ten — the fault is theirs, who offer. 


Weak woman, puſh'd, and preſs'd, now here, 
now there, 


Falls, not, by choice. but want of ſtrength, to bear. 


SURROUNDED, as I was, by ſlaves, to night, 
Troth, Ie'en thought, to take a// , -was right: 
Since I'd enough for all — what harm, to barter, 
And deal with each, for his own, ſeparate quarter? 
WokrRx poſleſs'd my wi/—my LorD my eye, 
GRINLY my ſpleen — my ſcorn S IR LUBBERLY. 
Cui had my laughter; — every Man his part, 
And room for forty more, in woman's heart. 


As, 
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As, when ſome City Worthy mounts Lord- 
Mayor, 

Mere dignity requires, that folks ſhou'd fare, 
Rob'd, he loo big — and rides the ſtreets, in 
ſlate, 
While, in long order, his puff*d nothings wait: 
So, when a foaſt aſſumes her envied reign, 
A length of coxcombs ought to grace her train : 
Dear N:2:es ! never heed, what's ſaid, about ye, 
Woman, is woman — and can't live without ye. 
Fools are the froth of life — they give no merit, 


Yet briſe it, like champaign, with ſparkling ſpirit. 


BRITAIN, the Queen of nations] let us ſee, 
What the world's offerings ſhould to beauty, be: 
Bright, and unrival d, midſt the ſea, ſhe ſtands, 

| Attracting tribute, from remoteſt lands. 

From Afric, Gold — from India, Gems ſhe draws, 

Yet, mix d with theſe, come --- Parrots,--- Apes,--- 

Maccaws. 

Crvet and Aſa fetida, unite, 

And all, that ſhocks or charms-=--taſte, touch, and 

hight, 


From 
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From theſe, ſhe chuſes all, ſhe wants the reſt 
She leaves, for poorer ſtates, who like 'em, beſt. 


So, gay coquets ſhou'd man's whole homage 
claim; 

Wits, fools, beaux, flovens---every rank, and name; 

All, ſhould adore, divert, attempt and pleaſe, 


Encreaſe her bu/ineſs - and adorn her eaſe. 
Yet, among all, the &ceps but what's moft taking, 


And ſpares the reſt, for prudes---- whoſe hearts 


are breaking. 


P R O L O G U E, 
Spoke by young Mr. GIF PAR D. 


H E author's Prologue having claim'd your 
care, 


Hear, next th' addreſs of an unfriended player, 


Forc'd, as in war, his abler leaders gone, 


To fill their ranks, by ſtepping Soldly on: 
There, thrown too forward, into points of /ight, 
He 7trembles, conſcious of th' exceſs of light. 


YOUNG 
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YOUNG, and untaught as yet, myſelf to 
truſt, | 
I plead their pity, who have taſtes, too juſt. 
In Plays, which practis d actors, long, have filPd, 
How great his danger, who ſucceeds, unſtilld 7 
The ſe/f-known diff rence muſt, with terror, ſtrike; | 
The part, leſs painful, than your due diſlife. 


In ſcenes, untry d, he moves, with egſier heart, 
There, uncompar'd, he ſhrinks not, from his part; 
Unprejudic'd — you aid his firſt eſſays, 

And puſb his panting hope, with generous prar/e. 


Bur, aſt us not, tov hard, who wait our day; 
Be partial, if at all, the nobleft way: 
Indulge ſome notice, where we chance to touch, 
Nor think, who longs to pleaſe, preſumes, too 
much, | 
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EPILOGUE, for a Friend. 


O all the tricłs, theſe Poets bring in vogue, 
Methinks, their //range/t whim, is Epilogue: 
Hard taſk, on vs, poor damſels of the ſtage ! 
A Bard's long, tireſome, baudle, fires your rage 
And, when Fat rage inflames you, to abhor him, 
He pops in one of us, to cool you, for him. 


"Ts an ungentle treatment, to perplex, 
With /ironge/t danger, thus, the wweake/? ſex ; 
Troth, one wou'd hin but cuſtoms hard to flem, 
That they ſhou'd do for us — not we for hem! 
At leaſt, ſince each was made, to join with either, 
In downright conſcience, both ſhou'd move, to- 
gether. | 
But, be it ſo ! — I care not, tho' I venture, 
Cou'd I but ſee, on what ſoft ſide to enter : 
Grave Gentlemen — ſome, of you, look ſo ſadly, 
That, troth ! I fear — I ſhall come off but badly, 
Yet, hang it, I'm engag'd— th' event III try, 
And, if I'm doom'd to fall — why there I he. 


For our new Author, then, and for his Play, 
J have one vaſt, :7mportant truth to ſay: 
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Smile, on his hopes, do — for my ſake, forbear 

7. m__ | 

Not, that my wiſbes bid your Juſtice ſpare him: 

But ſhou'd you not — you will but make me 
trouble ! | 

He'll write, till you approve, and plague me, double. 


PROLOGUE, 10 Every Man in 
7 5 his Folly. 


_ Spoke by Mr. Qu 1N. 


2 call the ſtage, a glaſs ; and look, to find 
The imog'd paſſion, and reflefed mind: 
Yet, in one point, our glaſs, but ill agrees 
With yours, where each his own reſemblance ſees. 
Whereas, in ours, each SELF is, diinly, ſhown, 
But, ev'ry other's likeneſs, /frongly,' known | 


'T1s the ſame thing, in fe — Nature is kind, 
And, to home-follies, keeps us wiſely blind : 
Elſe, what dejected wits ! — what cre/t-falPn airs ! 
Shou'd none dare rally a defect, he ſhares ! 
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Each eye, turn'd inward, leſs wou'd there be ſeen, 


To raiſe the ſpirits, than provoke the ſpleen ! 
Yet, tho /e/f-cenſure might diſturb the gay, 
And pride turn, fartled, from the ſad ſurvey ;, 
Rightly conceiv'd, the oft examin'd pain, 
Wou'd ſlowly ripen, into ſolid gain ; 

Each, long ſomething, to the common ſtore, 
Wou'd, from the general profit, draw back more. 
What malice m/s'd, benevolence wou'd ind, 
And joy, and peace, re: fill the balanc'd mind. 


Fix'p on this point, and bending to the w/e, 
Our Author, not his wit, but reaſon, tries: 
Full, to your view, preſents that partial pride, 


By which / weaknels, but our own, is try d.; 


Each can, with eagle's eye, the frailty ſee, 
Which none more practiſes, more loves, than he | 


ALL, we propoſe ; all, we dare wh, or hope, 
Lies, circumſcrib'd, within this humble /cope ; 
Weigh the defign, and, where ſmall faults, you 

1 
Let the clouds paſs, and watch the ligt, behind. 


N 
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EPILOGUE, (for the Play, call d 
Much ado about nothing,) 


Spoke by Mrs. PR ITCHARD. 


H OL her not thankieſs, that (oblig'd by 
you) 

She thus, with nothing, pays, your Much ads : 

'Tis the world's frugal mode, and each 4oife nation 

Keeps weights, and ſcales of air, for obligation. 7 

Sunſhine pretence ends, oft, in rainy weather ;, 

And many a head's beſt boaſt —is hat and feather ! 

Truſt nothing, but your wives — 02 plot no trea- 
ſon, 

Till unkind huſband's ceaſe, to do us reaſon. 

But, as for wit, fame, taſle — they're mere de- 
cervers : 

Ev'n politic's ſhew teeth, but Bite believers. 


WHO, that has ſeen high-poſted geal, peace- 
hating, 
Raiſe duſt for Ins, and Ours, by turns debating, 
E're gueſs'd, till 77me and chance, ſet crowds a 
Naring, 
That Outs, and Ins, gave coats, with all one bearing ! 
13... a 
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Who, that, of late, ſaw bold REBELLION's flan- 
dard 

Rais'd, rounded, common-ſoldier'd, and comman- 
der d, 

Hop'd, at a ſpurt, to ſee ſuch . to cramp us 

Scatter d, and ſcouting back, to brouze Mount 

Grampus | 


WH 0. ye Boone d fair |! moſt us'd to F oft pro- 


teſting, 
And hardly brought to think, love's wounds but 
ſeſting, ; 
Sees her ſcorch'd victim, at her feet expiring, . 
And dreams he'll come to /;fe, for other's firing? 


ALL, that you ſee, touch, Ne, bear, wiſh, or 
| dream on, 
Is but deceit's broad bog, to build hw "Ro 
Our Shakeſpear knew mankind, and rightly drew 
em; 
And, as for women, faith he peep d quite thro em. 
J, and my Benedick, each ſex emblazing, 
Shew neither over-fit, for either's praiſing. 
All brought to all, each lives to gull the other, 
And Diſappointment cloſes love's long pother.. 
FE: 26 Tho' 
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Tho' much ado is paſſion's loud beginning, 
'Tis about nothing — ſtill, and not worth winning, 


Bur, I forget my cue — thus humbly low, 

Serious, I pay the ſolid thanks, I owe. 

Warm'd by quick ſenſe of your protective praiſe, 

Inflaming gratitude more worth may raiſe. 

Bid unforc'd laughter riſe, from native ſtrains, 

And free-touch'd humour ſhun diſtortive pains, 

Bid tears, unwhining, find their ſource within, 

And, from touch d hearts, the hand's applauſe begin. 

Un-borrow'd be my pow'r, or none at all 

Let me, on pity, not for pity, call. 

Failing to move your grief, were judgments fault, 

For ſorrow moves me, firſt, by nature, taught; 

Nature, in unaffefed freedom, dreſt, 

By plain ſimplicity, hits paſſion, beſt. 

Shown, like your virtues, [to the gentlemen] 
ſtrongeſt, without glare, | 

And, like your beauties, [to the ladies) without 
faint, moſt fair. ö 


14 Fer ſes 
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Verſes . written, on Windows in ſeveral 


Parts of the Kingdom, in a Fourney 


70 SCOTLAND. 


ETTERs, from abſent friends, nn 

L fear, 

Unite diviſion, and draw diſtance near; 

Their magic force each /ilent with conveys, 

And wafts embody'd thought, a thouſand ways : 

Cou'd fouls to bodies, write, death's power were 

mean, 

For minds cou'd, then, cet minds, with heaven, 

between. 


— 


O RD E RI thou eye of action! wanting hee, 
Wiſdom works, hoodwink'd, in perplexity: 
Entangled reaſon trips, at every pace, 

And truth, beſpotted, puts on error”s face. 


E ND E R-handed ſtroke a nettle, 

And it //zrzgs you, for your pains-: 
Grafp it, like a man of mettle, 
And it /o/t as ſilł, remains. 
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'Tis the ſme, with common natares, 
Uſe em #:nfffy, they rebel: 


But, be rough as Nutmeg-graters, 
And the rogues obey you well, 


OW is the world deceiv'd, by noſe, and 

Alas ! how diff” rent, to pretend and know ! 

Like a poor, high-way brook, pretence runs loud 

Buſt' ling, but ſhallow, dirty, weak, and proud: 

While, like ſome nobler ſtream, true knowledge 
glides, 1 

Silently ſtrong, and its deep bottom hides. 


W216 and Tory ſcratch and bite, 
uſt, as hungry dogs we ſee: 
Toſs a bone twixt two, they fight, 
Throw a couple, they agree, 


WOMEN 
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74 OM E N talk of love for faſhion, 
So they do, of Spirit's walking: 
But no more they feel the paſſion, 
Than they ſee the ghoſt of which they're 
talking. | 


AVE a care, gay, young, and wanton, 
Give no ground, for love to plant on; 

Guard againſt the fazr deceiver, 

See and hear, but don't beheve her: 

Or, if nothing ſeems unjuſter, 

Than to love, and yet diſtruſt her: 

On your fide to turn the laughter, 

Try her, fir/t, and truſt her, after. 


ERE, in wet, and windy, weather, 
Muſe, and J, two mopes, together, 
Far, from friends and ſhort of pleaſure, 
Wanting every thing, but leiſure : 
Scarce content, in any one ſenſe, 


Tell the ſhowers, and ſcrible nonſenſe. 
WHERE- 
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HrRE'ER the diamond's buſy point could 
EE 2 f 
See ! what deep wounds have pierc'd the middle 
5 het 
While partial and wntouching, all the reſt, 
Higheſt and loweſt panes, ſhine, unimpreſs'd : 
No wonder, this | — For, e'en in /zfe, tis ſo ;_ 
High fortunes ſtand, unreach'd— unſeen the 
„ | | 
But middle ſtates are marks, for every blow. 


A® in a journey, juſt begun, 
We think the diſtance, vaf, 
Yet, while we travel, gayly, on, 
Inſenſibly, tis paſt. 


So, in our youth, we meaſure ſlow, 
Long views of promis'd breath : 

Till, like a ſhadow, out we go, 
And vaniſh, into death. 


WERE 
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ERE Women wiſe, their names on 

glaſs, | i 

Light jroth of empty faſhion ! 

Wou'd, to their lovers ſorrow, paſs 
For proofs of brittle paſſion. 


Love ſhould, in ſecret, like the ſun, 
Burn, tho' a world ſhould ſhade it; 

But ſhows it ſeurce of heat, to none, 

Except that God, who made it. 


HISP'RING doſe a maid, long courted, 
Thus, cry'd Drone, by touch tranſported; 
Prithee, tell me, pentle wands 
Is not loving long a folly ? 
Yes, ſaid ſhe, with ſinile reproving, 
Loving long, and only loving. 


ORIGINAL PoE Ms. 12 5 


The Diſtinction of Ages. 


| 1 £ b HE ſeven fir/t years of life, (man's break 
4 of day) | 
Gleams of ſhort ſenſe a dawn of hogs diſplay, 


When fourteen ſprings have bloom'd his downy 
_ cheek, 


His ſoft, and bluſhful meanings learn to ſpeak : 
From twenty one, proud manhoed takes its date, 
Yet is not ſtrength compleat, till Twenty eight : 
Thence, to his five and 7hirtieth, life's gay fire, 
Sparkles, burns loud, and flames, in fierce defire, 
At forty two his eyes grave w1/dom wear, 

And the dark future dims him o'er with care; 
On, to the nine and fortieth, toils increafe, 

And bufy hopes and fears diſturb his peace, 

At fifty fix cool reaſon reigns, intire, 

Then, life burns „eddy, and with temp'rate fire. 
But /ixty three unbinds the body's ſtrength, 

Fer th' unwearied mind has run her length; 
And, when, from ſeventy, age ſurveys her aft, 
Tir'd, ſhe ſtops ſhort — and wiſhes, all were paf. 


Deſcription 


126 ORIGINAL PoE MS. 


Deſcription of a Tempeſt, from CVII 


Ps ALM. 


HEY, who, in /bips, the ſeas vaſt depths 
deſcend, | 
And, o'er the wat'ry world, their paſſage bend; 
They (more than all) their Gop's great works 
diſcern, 
And midſt th' unfathom'd hey his wonders learn, 
There, from ſmooth calms, on ſudden forms they 
riſe, 15 
Hang on the horrid ſurge, and ſtim the ſſetes ! 
Now, high as heaven, they climò their dreadful 


way, 
Now, ink in gulpby flants, and hoe the day ! 
Giddy, they reel, to ſhoot the frightful ſteep, 
And their ſouls melt, amid the ſounding fweep ! 
Helpleſs, they cling to what ſupports em, firſt. 
And, o'er em feel the breaking billows S. 
Then, to their Iaſt almighty hope, they cry, 
Who hears, and marks 'em, with a pitying eye 
He bids the ſlorm be huſh'd — The WINDs obey ; 
And the aw'd Waves, in filence, ſhrink away, 


WoMAN's 


ORIGINAL -POEMS. 127 


Woman's Reſolution. 


H!—cry'd Arſenia, long, in Wedlock left, 
Her head reclining, on her husband's breaſt, 
Should death divide thee, from thy doating wife, 
What comfort could be found in widow'd life? 
How the thought ſhakes me] — Heaven my Stre- 
phon fave, gs 
Or, give the loft Arſenia half his grave / 


FOYVE heard the lovely mourner and ap- 
prov'd : 
te And ſheuld not wrves, like this, ſaid he, be loud? 
« Take the ſoft ſorrower at her word, and 77, 
How deeply rooted WOMAN's vows can lie * 
'Twas ſaid, and done — the tender Strephon 
„ 

Arſenia, two long months — tout live him 7ry'd, 
But in the third — alas! became à bride. 


— 2 <> 
» * 


. 28 "Ontctuar Porn, 


EBPITAPH 
en a Man, and his bn 


Ax, — if you have wit! f 
A wonder to behold! 


5 Huſband : and Fife, in one dark pit, 
2 Lye clofe, and never Jour. PE 


Tread / ih though, — for fiir a 55 
Hark ! ſhe begins, already? 5 | 

Tow ve hurt my head — my Hauler aler: 
Theſe Sts An ne 2 move ſteady. - 


© Ab, friend, with happy: "freedom bleſt! 
- See! how my hope's miſcarried ! ! 
Not death zifelf, can give y you reh, 
Unleſa vou die, unmarried, 


EPI- 
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| 2 922 2 f > a E 4 
* . * Tn» ws * 
2 a a — 3 
r = _ 


1 L OU UE 2% Every Man 
NS... 


Spoke by Mrs. Cxvs, 


1 CE --- fit down, Sirs-—bat ber 
will do --- 1 


I know, you love a joke, if 1 it be new ; 3 
You ſmart ones of the pzt --- I ſpeak to You, 


Criticks - miſtake me not, for I proteſt, 

Not one of you are aim'd at in the e; 

But, I perceive, among you, ſome of thoſe, | 
Our author has, to night, thought fit t' expoſe, 
You, Virtuoſi - Connoifſeurs --= and Beaux. 

A Poet may · by juſt Dramatic laws, 

Except againſt ſuch j Jurors in his cauſe; _ 

As parties, in the ſuit. --- His humble Prayer, 
Is therefore only to the wiſe, and fair, 
For this firſt fault, the criminal you'd ſpare. 
Tis from the /;fe, his characters are ſhewn, 
You're, firſt, invited here---then Pencil d down : | 
They, only,are to blame--who willthe likeneſs own, ) 


— 


vor. „„ | = As 
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As for example --- here's my Lord and J, 
Perhaps, his circle may'nt the ike ſupply ; | 
O, yes, it does! --- I have you, in my eye! 

And, gad, --- you're no unfaſhionable pair, 
But, huſh --- fit ii] --- you own it, if you fiir. 

In Araminta ! pha |! tjudging creature 

He has not Hit you; in one ſingle feature: 

To make her, /queamiſhly, reject a lover, 
When ev'ry trial, that cou'd ſhock, was over, ( 
And nought remair'd, but what, with joy, ( 


ſhou'd move her. 


Cou'd run the dangerous riſk of heſitation : 
Gad! ---we're for no ſuch z7:c&//þ ſituation ! 
Give us a certainty, however /mall, 
It muſt be better, ſare ! — than none af all, 
But hold --- what need have I, ſuch truths to tell? 
You penetrating devils !--- you know't, too well. 
Next --- of our author's humour, wit, and plot, 
Style, chaſte expreſſion, and---I know not what: 
I faw, how 'twas--and faith---I aſk'd him, plarnly, 
If he propos'd ſucceſs, from being cleanly ? 
I bid him, here and there, throw in a ſcene, ) 
(But, pray, ſays I--- take care, tis wrapt up 


clean, | [neon 
Of ſomcthing, pſha! | --- you all know, what I 


T own; 


She is no Woman, faith --- who, in that lation, | | 
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I own, IHaſb d, but he bluſh'd more, than I, 

And ſaid if I can tell you let me die. 

What do you think the /i/ly creature ſaid? | 

That his chaſte muſe had yet --- her ee 

And ſhould not be a prgſtitute, egad. 

But now--- have a word, or two, to ſay 

To you, who feel the ſatire of the Play: 

What! you expect --- that I ſhould court your 
favour, 

Curt fy and pray ;---I ſcorn ſuch poor behaviour: 
Don't you all now, when you, with us, diſpute,« 
We have an argument to ſtrike you mute ? 

And, as friend Bays has ſaid -- look to't --- ( 
we'll dot. 

Then yield, at once. nor, gain! our poet, thun- 
der! 

ul try, if you, or J will be Zept under. 


11 . 
_—_— 
1 


PROLOGUE zo ibe Tuſcan 
Treaty. | 
O W, mercy on our Poet : for the pit 


Will ne'er judge, kindly, of ſo raſh a wit; 
K 2 Who, 
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Who, twixt o fairs, untimely, makes pretence, 

To pleaſe, by Tragedy, and Common ſenſe. 

Troth, 'tis a 40ild adventure ! tho his play 

Were double-arm'd, and guarded every way. 

What! tho' our ſcene does tyrants diſapprove ; 

And ſmiles on vertue, liberty, and love ? 

What, tho' a inion meets with 21] ſucceſs, 

While a good ſtateſinan helps his King, to bleſs ? 

Still, tis but labour 4%, to hope ſucceeding : 

Where the court's empty, what avails fine plead- 
ing? | 

We reap no ſummer harveſts, ---player and printer, 

Bloom, like your G/afſenbury thorn, in winter, 

And you, yourſelves, (thank heaven !) have ne'er 
found reaſon, 


| To bear with good inſtruction, out of ſeaſon. 


ALL this I told him, plainly --- but he hears 

not : 

He knows your taſtes, it ſeems - and, bern, 
fears not: 

Tho ha F the world runs mad, (ſays he) --- de- 
pend on't, 

Good ſenſe has ſome friends I 7— and there's an 
end on't. 


The 
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The Muſe to the. Mriter. 


AT: ranſlation from the French of DuBaRTas. 


I. 
Ge was the April of my life begun, 


When anxious to inimortalige my name, 


Pleaſure, and ſoft repoſe, 1 learnt to ſhun, 
And lab'ring «upward, ſought the mounts of 


fame, 


IT. 


But, as a traveller, in viewleſs plains, 
Stops, amid croffing roads, and doubts his way; 
Penſively ſearchful, and, wnſure, remains, 
Eager to journey on, yet, loth to ſtray. 


III. . 


So ſtopt, and ſo unfix'd, I mark'd, around, 
The flow'ry paths, that led to groves of Bays : 
But, pauſing, doubtful, long confuſion found, 
Which, beſt to chuſe, of all thoſe tempti ug ways. 


K 5 One 
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IV. 
One while, my genius plann'd the glowing ſcene, 
And from the Grecian ſource, example drew: 
Taught pride to pity; ignorance to mean; 
And form'd the many, by the ſuff ring ew. 


V. 
Anon domeſlick diſcord, ſnatch'd my pen; 
My CounTRy's woes I, now, afpir'd to feel: 
Hiſtoric truths, and wrongs of injur'd men, 
Impell'd my quſtice, and inflam'd my zeal. 


VI. 
Then /nking ſudden, from the glorious height, 
Low mercenery praiſes quench'd my fire : 
Poorly, a flatt'rer, I for profit, write, 
And, to my fortune, tune my tortur'd hre. 


III. 


At length, grown /azy, I, by love, was caught, 
And, finding age, and 7aſte, and will, too fit, 

In warm Light ſallies, wanton leſſons taught, 
And, to the /ize of Cupid, cropt my wit. 


While 
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VIII. 


While roving, thus, uncenter'd, and unſtaid, 
Id, by turns, and did, by turns, refuſe : 

Sudden, before me, a deſcending maid 
Confeſs'd the Hape of a celeſlial muſe, 


IX, 


All, that we dream of ange's, form'd her air; 
Sweet was her geſture, and her ſtep divine: 
But, when ſhe ſþoke, ſhe would have charm'd 


deſpair, 
And taught the ghoom of wither'd age, to ſhine, 


X. 


High, from her Head, aſpir'd a /larry Crown, 
Immenſely, beaming its efu/gence round: 

An azure mantle flow'd, obliquely down, 
And, bright with lampsof ver, ſwept the ground. 


XI. 
MORTAL ! ſhe cry'd, URANIA's face behold! 
Urania — muſe, of all the heavenly ine, 
Beſt iid — the paths of glory to unfold, 
And make the poet (like his art) divine. 


MY - I, .chie” 
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XII. 
I, thro' the dancing numbers, breathe a ſoul, 
And, to the ſound of reaſon, tune mankind ; 
I teach true pleaſures, falſe ones to controul, 
And varmthe yielding heart, to ſtamp the mind, 


XIII. 
Mark me, and keep my image, long, in fight, 
And, when departed to my ſtarry ſphere, 
Strike this new harp, and, from it, draw delight, 
Buy ſounds, that /' ning angels love to hear. 


XIV. 
Long, have I mourn'd my ſiſter's ſully'd fame, 
By friendleſs mirth, or chearleſs malice, ſtain'd; 
Cramp'd by cold flatteries, that blight their name, 
Or, by wild warmtks of looſe defire, profan'd. 


XV. 


But, moſt, I grieve that rebel waſte of wit, 
Which, boldly, puſhing its infernal claim, 
With darkneſs, for ſuch blind preſumption, fit, 


Turns its cn arms, on HEAVEN, with impious 
aim. 


LEARNT 
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XVI. 
LEARNT are the vulgar arts — But PotTs draw, 
From heaven alone, the Gir, that wings their 
fire : | 
Not the beft lights, that ever learning ſaw, 
Could /:ving verſe, by ſtudy'd ſtrength, inſpire, 


XVII, 
Thence tis, that HoMER, powerleſs, poor, and Blind, 
Beggar, himſelf, has taught e en &ings to ſhine : 
Buoy'd /inking heroes, by freſh floods of mind, 
And ftretch'd the human graſp, with reach 
divine. 
XVIII. 
Thence "tis, that Ovip could not ſpeak, in proſe, 
But wept in meaſure, and expir'd, in verſe : 
 Thence, the Jeſſæan hre, to muſick roſe, 
Which ſeraphs, in their Mak RR'sE Ak, rehearſe. 


XIX. 
Read, meditate, reflect, grow wiſe — in vain; 


Try every help; force fire, from every ſpark ; 
Yet, ſhall you ne'er the poet's power attain, 


If heaven ne'er ſtamp d you, with the muſes mark. 


Man 


— 
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XX. 
Man muſt be, out of man, ſublimely ſavell d, 
Whoſe wreckleſs verſe wou'd fwim the ſtorms 
of time, 
By force, not fury, meaningly, impell'd, 
To ſcorn the puny proſtitutes of rhyme. 


XXI. 
The warmth of fury but compaſſion moves, 
And /eſs than man, makes man, to man, appear: 
But warmth of genius, man, from man, removes, 


And lifts his wid'ning ſoul, to HEAVEN's high 


ſphere, 
XXII. 
Mark this ſoft FLUTER — when, void of vocal 
wind, 


In tuneleſs filence, reſts the ſleeping ſound: 
Yet, when thus breath'd in, 8 what power 


'twill find, 
To waft the modulated raptures round! 


ef fora] >< © 

80, till the whiſp'ring God-bead bids — begin, 
The Poet's filent ſpirit ſtands unbent: 5 

But, when he feels th' inſpiring power within, 


Tuneful, he ſpreads the tranſports, heaven has 
lent, But 
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_ 
Since, therefore, all, that makes his genius ſbine, 
Is heaven's own gift, — how dares he ſubjects 
chuſe 20 
Baſe, and unwortly, of that warmth divine, 
And poorly noxious to the paſſive muſe ? 
XXV. 
Why is his pen employ'd, on idle themes? 
Why is his fancy /ght? his purpoſe low ? 


Why does he waſte his fire, in fruitleſs dreams? 
And, with a tide of wanton wiſhes, flow ? 


XXVI. 

Why does he ſtoop to praiſe unletter'd pride? 
Why celebrate defects, in thoſe, who rule? 
Why does his wit ſoft, am'rous trains provide, 
And bid love's wild fire catch, from fool to 


folt 


XXVII. 
Ah! 'tis too much, that be, himſelf, has crimes, 
Which, unrepented, ne er unpuniſh'd go: 
Why would he lend his guilt to diſtant times, 
And teach an yn-born race, to merit woe? 
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. XXVII. 
As, on the yielding wax, the ſeal we find, 
Left in ſtrong likeneſs, with imprinted glow; 
So does the reader ſteal the poet's mind, 
And, to the byas lent, inclining go. 


XXIX. 
Shame on your pens, ye flexible of heart / 
Whoſe poorneſs does not hurt yourſelves alone, 
But teaches blockbeads to deſpiſe your art; 
Judg'd by falſe patterns, you have, /ighth, 
ſhewn. 


- XXX... 

Conſcious of this, wou'd you but turn, at laſt, 
And bid true genius, with true luſtre, ſhine; 
All would, admiring, /fe th' impreſſion paſt, 
And feel, and own you, of a ſlamp divine. 


XXXI. 
Then, as my Moſes his IE HO VAE ſung, 
And IsRAEL, wafted by the guardion rod: 
PoeTs, from every kindling country, ſprung, 
Shall, in a thouſand Tongues, uncover GoD. 


0, 
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XXXII. 
O, you! who wou'd the deathleſs laurel win, 
No King's vile BADGE, but time's all-rev'rend 
crown ] 
| High, as the fountain, of your verſe begin, 
And, with the God, you write for, ſhare renown. 


XXXIII. 
This is a ſabject, that, out- ſtretching thought, 
Thro' depths, unſounded, wit's long plummet 
draws : 
There, by immenſe efe#s, immenſely taught, 
Pour out your ftraining ſouls, and claim applauſe. 


XXXIV. 
There, and there only, find the road to fame ; 
The hardieft themes, the nobleft glory yield: 
On /ow, light ſubjects, ſcorn to build a name; 
But, ent'ring boldly, plow th' untrodden field. 


XXXV. 
Vainly, ſhall envy blaſt your budding praiſe; 
Malice and hatred, vainly, preſs you down : 
Sow ſhall you riſe, indeed, but ſure to blaze, 
And, hourly broad ning, reach decreed renown. 


Emnwy's 
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XXXVI. 
Envy, a curr, that, at all STRANGERs, barks; 
But, on the 4nown and licens d, creeps to fawn: 
It's hov'ting ſmoke, hangs hard, on kindling ſparks, 

But, when the fire burns up, tis, ſtrait with. 
drawn. | 


XXXVII. 
On then, be mine — Uranta hears your prayr; 
Glows, in your breaſt, and fans it's gen'rous 


flame : 


Write, to be read — be times to come, your care, 
And bloom, forever fragrant, ſtill the ſame. 


XXXVIII. 

She ſaid: and breath'd, ambro/ial, o'er my face: 
The circling ſweetneſs ſwell'd my raviſh'd mind; 
She roſe ; and left me, in an empty ſpace; 
But left her pow'rful influence, ſtill behind. 
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An ODE, to As TR: 


From the French of DuB ART As. 


I. 

[TVAIREST Pattern, from above, 

Tho' I only live, for love, 
is not for thoſe ſparkling eyes: 

Tho' the fars, that gild the ties, 

When the Fwinklers ſhine noſt bright, 
So compar'd, have %% their light. 
Tho' the ſun, in all his blaze, 
Sees that ſmile, and hides his rays. 


II. 

'Tis not, that my fancy dips, 

In the Rainbow's red, thy lips, 
"Tis not ev'n thy lips, that pleaſe : 

Tho' the happieſt Hybla bees, 
When they rob the fow'ry ſpring, 
Never ply'd the buſy wing, 
Charg'd with honey, half ſo feet, 
As it wou'd be, thoſe lips to meer. 


Tis 
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III. 

"Tis not your neglect of air, 

Far out- charming others care; 
Nor thoſe hbcks, that fall, reſign'd, 

Catch'd, and courted, by the wind: 

Tho' the drifts of glitt'ring ſand, 
Strow'd o'er Africk's yellow ſtrand, 
Ne'er, to charm ambition, roll'd 


Half ſuch tempting veins of gold. 


IV. 
'Tis not to thoſe poliſh'd rows, 
Twixt whoſe openings, mich flows; 
That I find my offerings due, 
Vows, ſo tender, and fo true ! 
Tho' the pearl-producing Ea/, 
Ne' er did Europe's wonder feaſ?, 
Spite of all its T0 ſtore, 
With ſuch Ivory, before. 


V. 
*Tis not that declining vwaiſt, 
Nor that neck, ſo ſweetly grac'd ; 
Nor the pantings of that breaft, 
(Soft as pity, and as bleſt!) 


I cou'd 
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I cou'd even that breaſt defy: | 
Tho' were Læda's ſwan but nigh, 
All its Down wou'd fail to ſhow, 
Half ſo white, and ſoft a ſnow. 


VI. 
When that forehead I behold, 

(Smooth, as flatt'ry, and as cold! 2 
'Tis not its majeſtic frown, 

Throws my heart's defences down: : 
Tho' the ſilver moon, at height, 
| Shines leſi awful, thro' the night, 
Than the meanings of that brow 
Shoot correction at me, now. 


VII. 
"Tis not, that this azure vein 
Marks your arm, with heav'n's own ſtain, 
While, along the white it flows, ts 
Swell'd with triumph, as it goes: 
"Tis not this engaging hand, 
Holds my Heart, in ſoft command ; 
Tho', to hear it touch the lute, 
| Rocks wou'd ſpeak, — and birds grow mute. 


Vo EEE Teach 
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VIII. 
Teach me, then, myſterious fair, 
What your power to charm ? and where? 
If this fame of my deſire, 
Did not, at your eyes, catch fire : 
If thoſe lips (how ſweet they be!) 
Have not, thus, entangled me ; 
Tell me, what my heart cou'd nove? 
Teach me, whence aroſe my love? 


IX, 


If thoſe ringlets of your hair. 


Did not „ring this amorous ſnare ; 
If that beauteous mouth has fail'd, 
Nor thoſe ivory teeth prevail'd : 
Tell me, what reſiſtleſs cauſe, 
Felt unknown, my fancy draws ? 
Still, unpleas'd, but where you are, 
Still untaught, what pleaſes, there 


X. 


Since thoſe breaſts — (how ſo? they riſe l) 
Reach no farther, than my eyes; 
Since I count a thouſand charms, 


None of which my heart diſarms: 


Let 
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Let your /till-uncounted ſtore 
Guide my ſearch, to find out more, 
Till the cauſe J learn to know, 
Pleafing cauſe ! that charms me ſo. 


XI. 
Ah ! 'tis found —— del:ghtful truth 
Senſe, with beauty, temp'ring youth, — 
'Tis that peerleſs ſoul, of thine, 
| Breaks, like daylight, into mine; 
Charg'd, with heaven's ætherial flame ! 
Full of charms, without a name! 
"Tis thy converſe, turn'd to move, 
Claims reſpect, and forces love. 


ET 


PROLOGUE, 7 the Double 


Deceit. 


P OE T s miſled by fondneſs for their own, 
Think, the ſame fondneſs actuates the tun: 
Like the charm'd parent, that its child ſurveys, 
And wonders, any, with % joy, can gaze: 
Till better taught, both ſee their weakneſs, plain, 
And, by their former joy, now, weigh their pain* 
= 7 CoN- 
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CoxvIxc'D of bis, (e er an example made, 
Our bard, by no ſelfelove will be betray'd : 
To your free judgments, he ſubmits his cauſe, 
And aſks, from what you feel yourſelves, applauſe, 
Yet, from your juſtice, dares this hope maintain, 
Yiu take no joy, 10 give another — pain. 
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JUDGMENT, oft, varies, as th' affe&ed mind 
1 Is, from within, to joy, or grief, inclin d: 

. If plead, the well wrote play affords delight, 
% And each gay ſcence looks gayer, in your fight: 
1 If vex d — (as ſorrow diſinclines the brain, ) 


1 The poet ſuffers, for your private pain. 


ABove each weakneſs, dare, from ſenſe alone, 
To praiſe, or blame, what will, to night, be ſhown ; 
If to the taſk Anequal, he ſhou'd ſeem 
TH' attempt, to pleaſe you, merits ſome eſteem : 
If he ſhould pleaſe — remove, at once, his pain; 
Applauſe will make him grateful, but not vain. 


The 
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The humble Petition of PzGasUs to the 
White Horſe of H 


IcaT humbly, fair Cuz! in theſe preſents 


is ſhown, 

By your kinſman moſt loving, tho poor and un- 
kncwn, 

That, ſince all your delight is in bounding and 
prancing, | 

I have wings, at my hack, that might belp your 
advancing: 

Therefore, pray, tell your owner, who loves to 
aſpire, 

He muſt cheriſh our ud, if he means to ride 

higher : 

"IM the gift of our breed, and the taſe of our 
calling. 

Both, to bear men alt, and to keep em, from 
falling. 

All the plates, which his bounty, beſtows, on you 
racers, . 


But encourage good RUNNERS, * ne er make 
good CHASERS. 
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Not my bord, nor his groom, nor the rat-catcher's 
mare, 

Can forſake the dull earth, and get foremoſt 
in air; 

But were Pegaſus ſpurr d, by TOP, to 
move faſter, | 

He wou'd riſe, from this world, and win next, 
for his maſter : 

Yau'll forgive me this ſcrawl, tho' it comes the 
Wrong Way, — 

But S—R R—T's too buſy, to mind, what Lay. 

And, tho' oft', he ſpares money, to buy an aſs tra- 

ces, 
Won't ſubſcribe a gold plate, for the Helicon races. 


EPILOGUE, 20 Zara, 


Spoke by Miſs C——, in Boy's Cloths, 


Abpixs, 'twill give but very little pain t ye, 
When ſuch a im thing, as I, complain t'ye. 
Were 
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Were I grown big, and bold enough, to charm ye, 
Id db't— but, for the world, I wou'dn't harm ye · 


ALAs ! - we've 4% our ffage; — whereon to 
ſtrut, 25 

Was the wnlicens'd claim of LILLI ur. 
Yet, bere, where never patent monarch reign'd! 
We ſee our ground, by /{range zſurpers, gain'd ! 
On our own ſail condemn'd to over-laying, 3 
By theſe dramatic rats, in mouſe-hole playing; 
Ah ! do us right — Since /ike with like engages, 
Give little actors way, on little ſtages. 


Ox poor pretence they urge — but ſtrain'd 
their wit for't, 
That we're too young, for buſineſs, and unfit for't. 
Lord] how ſome folks WILL Lit | - from truth, 
he flinches, 

Who meaſures our ability, by inches. 
You know tis young and lively old and crazy— 
Then, ſhort, and ſweet's the word — * 


and /azy. 
All things, that pleaſe, are $HORT—no— Hort 


careſſings, 
I fear, you'd, all, give 2p; — and chuſe—long, 


bleſſings. L4 + Well! 
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Well! — ſuch be yours, if after they've done playi no, 
You come, and make our troop amends, for flaying, 


EPIGRAM, 


On giving the Name of GRORGIA 10 4 
Part of CAROLINA. 


Wy rip'ning flow, the future purpoſe 
lay, 

And conſcious Silence plann'd the op'ning way; 
Kind, o'er the riſing ſcheme, an angel hung, 


And dropt this counſel, from his guardian tongue. 


Wis you, this way, the royal pair inclin'd ? 
To Carolina be a Georgia join'd — 
Then, ſhall 5% colonzes ſure progreſs make, 


Endear'd to either, for the other's ſake : 


Georgia ſhall Carolina's favour move; 
And Carolina bloom, by GRORGR“Ls love. 


Lei- 
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A Letter from a departed Spirit 20 the 
Author (Mr. Pope) of a Lady's Cha- 
racter, lately publiſh'd, in a Thurſday's 


Journal. 


 OTript, to the nated ſoul, eſcap'd, from clay, 
8 From doubts, unfetter'd; and diffolv'd, in day: 
Unwarm'd, by vanity ; unreach'd, by ſtrife, 
And all my hopes, and fears, thrown off, with /ife: 
Why am I charm'd, by Friendſhip's fond eſſays, 
And, tho' unbody'd, conſcious of thy praiſe ? 


Has pride a portion, in the parted ſoul ? 
Does paſſion ſtill, the formleſs mind controul ? 
Can gratitude out-pant the lent breath ? 
Or, a friend's ſorrow pierce the glooms of death? 
No— tis a ſþ:r:7's NOBLER taſte of ifs ! 
That feels the worth, it , in proofs, like this : 
That, not its own applauſe, but zh:ne, approves, 
Whoſe practice praiſes, and whoſe virtue loves! 
Who livſt, to crown departed friends, with fame, 
Then dying late, ſhall all, thou gay'ſt, reclaim. 
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The CIVth Pſalm. 
; 


L ET my exhalted harp be doubly ſtrung! 
High-tune thy praiſe, my ſoul! and let thy God 
be ſung! 
See! how around his throne the conſcious rays 
Shoot quiv'ring, with continuous curve, and trem- 
ble in their blaze / 
See! what ſoul-ſhaking majeſty, effulgent, he 
diſplays ! 
Cloath'd with embodied light, ſee ! where he 
ſtands 
Pointing wide his dread commands! 
As earth's dim flames, o'erwhelm'd by ſtream- 
ing day, | 
Beneath the ſun-beams die away, 
The jun, full met, with cover'd face, retires, 
Burns inward, and rolls bact his frighted fires! 
Gracious, th' unequal eye of man to ſkreen! 
See ! where the maker kindly ſhades the too re- 
ſplendent fcene ! 
And, like a curtain, widely drawn, ſpreads out 
whole heaven, between. 
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Look ! now, amazing ! where he glides ! 
Look | where yon gathering 50% of clouds, he, 
| dreadfully beſtrides! 5 
And, awful, on thoſe ſeHroll'd chariots, rides! 
He moves ! he walks, upon the ſwift-wing'd 


wind |! 
He ſteps, from world to world, at once, and 


leaves even thought, behind! 


155 


II. 
MyR1ADs of hovering angels croud the God- 
grac'd ſcene to fill ! 
Angels! fit heralds for th' almighty's will ! 
Ten thouſand firey light nings {weep his way! 
| Nimble Courters of his ſway ! 
And, round his temples; hiſſing it, in blue 
Meaanaders, play 
The firm-fix'd balance of the ſelf-poiz' d 
| globe, 
To neither byas, partial ſway'd, 
Became thus 7zft, at his great word, and /aftingly 
obey'd ! 
At his command, the covering deep, drew of the 
world's wet robe; 


Gave 
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Gave back, and fill'd the chanels, he had made! 
But, peeping o'er the hills, reluctant ſaid ; 
Diſpleas'd with its neu bounds, but more afraid, 
Its old to re-invade ! 
Fen yet the ſtubborn-hearted flood, no more 
High-licenc'd, as before, 

Diſdains to give its proud repinings Oer: 
Oft, with bold murmurs, it alarms the ſhore, 
And, now and then, with rebel rage, breaks out, 

in general roar / | 
But, when preſumptuous billows ſwell too high, 
And ſprinkle heaven's eternal eye : 
Streight, all the thunders of God's voice, in loud 
reſentment, riſe ; 
The ſtarting flood hears, ſhakes, and flies ! 
Down ſinks the quaſh'd aſpirer, from the ſkies, 
And, huſb'd, in humble flatneſs, lies! 
Yet, if the ſovereign will but nods, black oceans 
quit their bed! 
Foamy, they laſh each other on, with high diſ- 
covering head! | 
And, curling, climb the ſteepy hills, and, or 
drown'd mountains ſpread ! | 


Thence call d again, again they ruſh ! ng | 


_ God's controul! 
Again 
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Again let looſe, reſeek their ſandy beds 
Tumble, for haſte, o'er one another's heads ! 
And, ſweeping with reſiſtleſs breadth, o'er de- 
| lug'd kingdoms roll! 
Fierce, as they are, they're ſubject to his check 
They know th' appointed bounds, and watch 
th' imperious beck 


III. 


FRroM the huge treaſ ry of the briny deep, 
'Thro' thouſand earth-form'd lab'rinths, taught 
to ſlide, 


In ſearch of ſprings, the falt-ſtript waters creep, 
And trickling thence, into ſweet 72vers glide. 
Smooth-travelling, to ſeek their mazy way ! 
And, devious, twixt th' enamour'd hills, ſlowly, 
| delightful, ſtray ; mY 
Theſe God appointed thus to flow, exhauſtleſs, 
ſtores of drink, 
Where every beaſt may quench his thirſt, chat 
ſeeks the ſmiling brink! 
And, in the ſhady groves, which on their bor- 
ders, riſe ! 
He hous d the warbling ſongſters of the ſkies! 


The 
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The pride-ſwoln mountains, which ambitious 
grow, 
And, neighb'ring heaven, diſdain the work! 
below, 
Nor will, to humble brooks, refreſhment owe, 
He waters, with th' @therial ſeas, or coronets of 
ſnow ! 
Amazing goodneſs ! where's the ſmalleſt ſpace! 
That does not feel, and boaſt his grace? 
For cattle's food, green flouriſhes the flow'r- 
embroider'd mead ; 
For man's free uſe, is every fruit decreed: 
For him, th' inſpiring grape was taught to bleed; 
Bread-bearing corn makes glad the labourer' $ 
toll ; 
And his rough ſkin grows 1 ſmooth'd with 


ol, 


IV: 


When, at fix'd times, up rolls the changeful 
4 moon, 

0 God ſhoots her ſhadowy gleam, thro' night's 
be black noon! 

Rapid, as is the ever-wheeling fun, 


He dares not meaſure heaven, one thought, 
too ſoon? Yet, 


ORIGINAL PoEMsSV. 159 
Vet, at God's word, the flag of day is furl'd, 
And licenc d darkneſs riſes o'er the world! 
Then, does the gloomy foreſt quake 
And all th' aſſembled ſavage kind their holiday, 


then, make 
Leaf-trembling trees, in ſilent horror, ſhake l 
And panting herds creep, terrified, away! 
While the ſtern lion, hungry, roars, and — 
abroad, for prey | 
God ſuffers him the needful prey to take ! 
And, then, new-wakes the day! 
Out breaks the ſun, and, to their dens, the beaſts 
fly ſwift away! 
Almighty power ! how doſt thou Og con- 
found! 


What human ſearch can trace thy mazy round? 
How wiſely, and how vaſtly, Lord! are all thy 


wonders done! 


Not earth, alone, does, with thy wealth, a- 
bound, 


But all, above, and all beneath the ſun! 
Os V. : 

Tar /eq's wild herds, as well as thoſe, on land, 

Rough-moulded ſons, 700! of thy formful hand, 


All live and move by thy command: 
The 
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The horrid wonders of that ſcene, fatigue the 
aking eye, 8 
There, wave toſs d ſhips the op ning depths defy! 
And, circly, thro' th' impriſon d winds, their 
diff rent courſes ply, 
There does Leviathan, wide-wallowing, lie: 
And, while his broad, unweildy ſports, the ſealy 
people fly! 
He, dreadful monſter ! ſucks in ſeas, and /pouts 
em at the ſky! 
On hee, obedient, all thy creatures wait: 
And, in due ſeaſon, all, by hee, are fed, 
Thy ſingle bounty does their bliſs create ; 
They gather, what /byop'ning hand has ſpread: 
If thou but hid'ſt thy face, they fall away : 
Thou tak'ſt their breath, and they decay; 
At once, return to unform'd duft, and old pater- 
nal clay, 
Again! thou doſt but ſpeak thy potent will! 
And life, rekindlin g. g/ows within em, ſtill! 
Forever, ſhall thy glorious power endure ! 
The pillars of thy majeſty ſtand fedfaftly, and ſure! 
Approach'd by thee, the conſcious mountains ſmoke; 
And earth, diffe/v'd, flows looſe, beneath thy 
ſtroke ! 
To 
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To his Muſe. 


"THY country ! blaſt it, if it once diſdains, 
Jo prop thy virtues, or reward thy pains ! 

If there I proſper, here was only born, 

That claims my duty! this deſerves my ſcorn! 

O muſe ! 'tis mean to ſtoop to helpleſs moan |! 

Try, if no clime is gentler, than thy own ! 

Offer, on diſtant ſhores, a faithful hand, 

In vain, not uſeleſs, in thy mother land ! 

When fortune frowns, and care's black harveſt 

ſprings, 

A change of place, a change of proſpect brings ! 
ar off, thy reaſon's force, uncurb'd, may reign 

But even the propbets preach'd at home, in vain. 


Yer, hold! and e'er it quite determin'd grows, 
Let me ſome ſudden ſtarts of hope diſcloſe: 
E'er, widely wand'ring, led by falſe diſtcuſt, 
From my wing'd feet, I ſhake their native duſt ! 
Perhaps, my doubt clouds ſome domeſtic ray : 
And hides a proſpect, bordering on my way | 
Tho' men of title ſeem exempt from thought, 
And pride's aſſiſtance is but vainly ſought : 

Vor. IV, M Tho 
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Tho' truth, oft try'd, this known advice imparts 
That noble blood may warm ignoble hearts 
Hid in a cloud of pomp, which hems the throne, 
There may be greatneſs, to my hopes unknown, 
Howe'er unſought, howe'er unſeen, by me, 


7 


There may ſome ſoul-diſtinguiſh'd nature be 
Some gen'rous breaſt, whoſe mind, divinely warm, 
Has taught him, how uncourted favours charm ! 


Ir ſuch there be, ſo rich, fo ſtrong, a mind! 
And thou, bleſt muſe, ſhall his bright boſom find 
Whiſper, in gentle notes, thy maſter's pray'r : 
And, in ſoft accents, this fad truth declare. 


THERE lives, O, brighteſt gem, of honour's 
crown | 

Thou angel-acted theme of juſt renown | 
There lives, who, ſkill'd, in Fortune's wanton 

ſports, | 
Hopes, with ſuch faintneſs, for regard from courts, 
That, tho' not blind to worth, which all men ſee! 
He ſends me, half-deſpairing, even to zhee / 
No gain-polluted aim inſpires his views ! 
He ſeeks not office, nor reward purſues ! 


More 
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More nobly fir d, his thoughts high ſchemes de- 
ſign, 

To ſtretch dominion, and make empire ſhine ! 
Oh! were his wiſhes bleſt ! and thy kind ear 
Wou'd, once, impartial, his conceptions hear ! 
Th' important moment might reſolves produce, 
And cloath ideas, with ſubſtantial uſe ! 


SToP there, O muſe ! *twere needleſs more to 
ſay ! 
And, with unwilling flowneſs, glide away: 
If, mov'd, he calls thee back, regardful, go! 
Tf not, return, ungriev'd: all vain complaint is low. 


* " — 


— 
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The Tears of the Muſes: A Poem. 


ERMANICUS, for love, and empire, born, 
At once to govern kingdoms, and adorn ; 
Too good for greatneſs, but that kings can %%, 
Too firm for fear, but of his fr:end's diſtreſs : 
Fore-temp'ring pow'r by reaſon's generous plan, 
To taſk the monarch, meditates the man. 
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Her, while advancing, heedful he ſurvey'd, 
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In a town grove, whence Dryads noe exclude, 
And huſh loud ſtreets, to ſylvan ſolitude, 
Veil'd by a verdant ſkreen's incircling ſhade, 
Whoſe angly ſides eight arching lights pervade, 
Friend to mankind, their penſive fav'rite ſtood; 
Revolving previous plans of purpos'd good. 


Sor r, to his fight, a _/emale ſupphant preſs'd, 
In all the ſpeaking marks of mis'ry dreſs'd : 
Down-look'd, relax'd of mien, oft bending low; 
Now ſtopping ſhort, now re-advancing, flow : 
Pardon, ſhe cry'd, th' intruding ſighs of grief; 
Hope is the friendleſs wretche's /aft relief. 


GERMANICUS, who, when diſtreſs draws 
nigh, 

Catches quick ſorrow, from the ſuff'rer's eye, 
With gentle waft invites her back'ning fears, 
And ſmiles the warmth of pity on her tears. 


Chance ſtretch'd his eye to the remoter ſhade : 
Where, dimly obvious, from the bord'ring wood, 
Dark'ning the arches, eight new phantoms ſtood ; 
All, like the firſt, thin forms of ſhiv'ring woe, 
Wept all --- in dumb, ſad, ſolemn, circl'y ſhow : 

THINK, 
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Tuixk, cry'd th' approacher, proſtrate at his 
feet, 

How ſharp is inſult ! and relief how ſweet ! 

Pity a wretched ſiſterhood of tears : 

Nine friendleſs mourners, whom no comfort 
chears. | 

All arts were ours, that poliſh'd life cou'd gain : 

But arts, and poliſh'd life, were ours in vain. 

See | what reward wiſh'd knowledgecou'dimpart! 

Where fool is faſhion, ignorance is art. 

Urg'd by deriſion, and eſcaping hate, 

We, ſad, flow, exiles, ſeek ſome gentler fate. 

To the bleak north's new-riſing coaſts we go; 

Leſs cold than theſe, amidſt eternal ſnow. 

Glory's gay beams, to whoſe felt warmth we run, 

More than ſupply the abſence of their ſun. 

There, mourning merit cannot mils. relief 3 

Where watchful pow'r ſupplants prevented grief. 

Fam'd for munificence, thy princely hand 

Singly ab/oFves an unbeſtowing land. 

Ah! ſave the friendleſs — help the wrong'd away: 

Too poor to go, yet too un-lov'd to ſtay ! 

Pay but wiſh'd paſſage from this cruel ſhore : 

And never, never, will we truſt it more. 


M 3 SCARCE 
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SCARCE had th' imploring accents voic'd her 
pray'r, 

When the known ſounds and recollected air, 

Trough the falſe ſemblance, natively convey'd, 

To the charm'd prince, a ſpeaking muſe, betray'd. 

Round, while, uncrediting the ſtoried woe, 

His curious eyes diſcov'ring glances throw. 

Th' examin'd umbrage, as he turn'd, reveal'd 

Each muſe, that ev'ry diſtant arch conceal'd. 

Waiting impatient, for the finiſh'd tale, 

Quit your vain hope, he cry'd, by want's thin 
vell | 

Unhid, to ſcape the rev'rence of my zeal, 


Who all your power, thro' all your changes, feel. 


Joyevur, he ſnatch'd th' implorer from the 
ground, 


Then, turning graceful, bow'd progreſſive, round; 
Preſs'd their joint acceſs undiſguis'd and gay; 
And ſhone, receptive of each effluent ray. 


SEATED, and circled by the beamy train, 
Their ſhapes, reſuming, and themſelves again, 


Tell 


0 


ORIGINAL Pos. 167 
Tell me, ſaid he — ye ſoul-inſpiring nine 
Ye living fires, that give the great, to ſbine, 
Who, quick'ning regal courage into flame, 
Guide it, by juſtice, to immortal fame! 
Why wou'd ye /eave a land diſtinguiſh'd, long, 
For love of valour, and for hate of wrong? 
Where freedom unreſtrain'd her empire holds, 
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And legal monarchy new bloom unfolds ? 


He paus'd — and CL1o anſwering, thus began, 
Periſh, pale Malice! — It oblit'rates man. 
Where envy bla/ts, the muſe inſpires in vain : 
No human culture, there, extends its reign. 
Loft in malignity by civil hate, 

Virtues, that claſh with virtues, curſe a ſtate. 
Stifled in faction, arts unfriended fink : 

Or, pigmy'd into partial flatt'ry ſhrink. 
H?ry muſt bluſh, the wiles of ſpleen to pen, 
And grace the bloodleſs broils of angry men. 


SMOTHER'D in ſelf, there breathes no public 
ſoul, 
Where ſep'rate ſtrugglings gen'ral ſtrength con- 
troul; 


4 . There 
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There, Policy's old gen'rous ſtraitneſs bends ; 
And ſhifting medium crawls to ſidelong ends. 
There, fraud ne tempts the juſt to fall; 
And every one man's gain is loſs, to all. 

There, love, internal, checking ſighs that roam, 
Begins, and ends, all charity, at home. 
Each pray'r appropriates one man's modeſt aim, 
And humbly truſts to God the common claim. 
Cruſh'd by contempt of praiſe, exertion dies, 
And public ſpirit, laugh'd at, ſhuns to riſe. 


Tulrurx when hope miſleads th' hiſtoric 
muſe, 


Swift let her ſeek ſome ſcene of nobler views. 
Where guileleſs pow'r no praiſe to craft al- 


cribes, 
Where Courage ſcorns deceit, and duty — bribes. 
Where nervous meaning dares, directly, ſpeak : 
And crooked windings teach no truth to ſneak. 


Tis found - for, fee! —— the 1 icy pol diſ- 


ſolves! 
Honour's new warmth with ſad force eyolves 


T here 
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There, glows event / there, more than Roman 
arms. 

Claſh their prophetic thunder's fear'd alarms ! 
There, the puls'd public beats, in ev'ry vein : 
Strong, to one purpoſe, lifts with equal ſtrain. 
No vile pretenſion „there, at titles aims: 
No pride-ſwoln lumber /azy lordſbip ſhames. 


There, ſhines the ſword, in honour's guarded 
track, 


No knighthood bluſhes, on a m/er's back. 

No bought emblaz'nings, eminence efface, 

No dirty dignity ſublimes diſgrace. 
There, Heroes multiply ; and labouring fame. 
Grows buſy,,— to record each ſparkling name, 


SHE ceaſed —— the prince _ patriot eyes 

| withdrew, | 

Weigh'd the long charge, and wiſh'd it, half, 
untrue. 


Sigh'd at the waſte domeſtic diſcord made, 

And mourn'd unfriended arts, by ſpleen be- 
tray d. 

Then view d the ſiſters, reprepar'd to hear: 

While ER Aro, ſoft ſighing, charm'd his ear. 


Luk'n 


170 ORIGINAL PoE Ms. 


LuR'D, ſaid the am'rous muſe, from realms 
above, 


Pleas'd, I deſcended on this land of love; 
Look'd and approv'd : and form'd atrial ſchemes, 
Of heart-felt tyes, and hope's, eluſive dreams; 
Vainly propos'd — each ſex by each to mend ; 
And ſmooth the rugged paths of life, with friend. 
Snatch'd at one ſweet example, new to fame, 
Urg'd its dear pow'r, th' unhapprer to reclaim : 
Miſguided millions hail'd th' acknowledg'd 
charms; 
And lov'd perfection, when it bleſs'd y arms. 
But ah! too loſt a length themſelves were gone 
They worſhip'd, and confeſs d: but ſtill inn d on. 
Yet I, vain hoper ! ſtill new helps apply: 
And, ever failing, wou'd forever ry. 
To ſlighted beauty wou'd new powers impart: 
And ſtretch the aided empire of the heart. 
Teach man, that woman's ſtrength in ſoftneſs lies: 
Teach woman, why the modeſt charm the wiſe. 
Uſeleſs to either, I from both, remove. 
Money's th' inſpiring muſe of modith love 
O'er truth and paſſion, avarice prevails, 


All vows are venal, and all ſighs are ſales. 
3 Int'reſt 
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Int'reſt and vanity, and ſelf, diſarm 

Mutual eſteem, till neither ſex can charm. 
Then, blanc unnat'ral whims pervert defire : 
Attraction failing, they exchange attire. 

Then, man's lac d lightneſs apes the lady's air: 
And bluff, big, boldneſs, maſculates the fair. 
With changing ſexes, love's loſt motives change, 
From wiſh to wiſh the ſhort-liv'd paſſions range. 
Recorded conſtancy becomes romance : 


And, among millions, two may love—by chance ! 


Warr ſhould I, then, ſupporting preſent ſcorn, 
Stretch my too patient hope, to times unborn ? 
When, to the North, where nature ſhines un- 

ſtain'd, 
Confiding ſexes love, with faith unfeign'd, 
Their native beauties, in no clime excell'd, 
To rifing force by conſcious worth impell'd ; 


While thro” the ſparkling eye taught ſpirit breaks, 
And the felt luſtre of their fame partakes. 


Tre lover prince unwillingly beliey' 8 
Faults, which his nobler nature ſcarce conceiv'd. 
Touch'd for the honour of the human heart, 


His own glow'd panful, with ideal ſmart. 
When 
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When loftier accents from URANIA broke, 
And ſnatch'd his liſt ning ſoul, while ſcience ſpoke. 


From heav'n's unſounded depth, ſhe cry'd, I 
ſtole 

Angelic fire, and form'd a NRwTOx's ſo. 
Taught him the ſecret walks of God to tread "VE 
And 'twixt the ſtarry worlds his ſpirit led: 
All Ather op'ning to a mortal's eyes, 
T ill earth ſent colonies, and held the Skies ! 
What King, for this magnificently Juſt, 
Bleſs'd him in life, or dignified his duſt ? 
What voted honours mark the aſpirer's race? 
What th1nking ſtatues emulate his face? 
He, who immortaliz'd his country's name, 
Beyond ten thouſand corqu'rors bounded fame, 
He, who, to lift mankind, new heav'ns diſplay'd, 
And every human breather nobler made, 


Did he to public fame all nature raiſe ? 
And is he poorly left to private praiſe ! 
In ſuch a land, ah! what can arts expect? 


What claim has hopelefs ſcience, but neglect? 


O! fate of wint'ry worth, by climate croſs d! 
Budding untimely, to be nip'd in froſt! 
Nx w rox 
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NewrToN has multiplied the ſuns - yet pours 
In vain, the light of all their orbs, on ours. 
When will th' incurious courts, for which, he 

found 

New worlds, find will to trace an old one round ? 
What promis'd penſion ſhips th' unſhaken ſoul, 
To dare diſcov'ry, and ungloom the pole ? 
What coaſting keel, indenting ſouthern ſtrands, 


Starts the long ſhores of cloud-benighted lands ? 


No annual bounty, perſevering, kind, 

Draws the dark veil, that covers half mankind. 
What regal influ'nce, eaſing learning's birth, 
Now, adds new ſtars to heav'n ? or arts, to earth 
Who ſows munificence, to root up ſloth, 

And call forth harveſts, of eternal growth ? 


Hair, to the land, where war makes ference 
room | | | 

Where realms from deſarts riſe! and ruins bloom! 

Where conqueſt, ſpreading to embrace diſtreſs, 

Lets looſe ambition, not to waſte, but bleſs ! 

There, pow'r inverts deſtruction, into bir; 

And the prolific ſword empeoples earth 

There, deſolation, fruitful in decay, 

Fades, into opulence, and ſtrengthens ſway. 

There 
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There, ports (un- native) indrawn ſeas confine: 


And climbing ſtreams o'er channel'd mountains 
ſhine. 

There, public ſplendor ſwallows private pride, 
And claimbs, which all men ſhare in, all men, 
guide ; | 

There art, rewarded, ſtrains excited {kill, 

Till dazling wonders wid'ning empire fill. 

The fierce free Tartar ſees the Tartar taught ; 
Grins, at advancing rule, and pants for thought. 
Then, in long link, new nations forward draw: 
And the drain'd wilds of nature crowd to /av. 
Hail, promis'd land! —All, now, that ſeems ſevere, 
Is— that, removing hence, we leave Vov here. 


URANIA ſtopp'd and bow'd.— The prince, 
whoſe heart 
Inly confeſs'd the pow'r of cheriſh'd art, 


| Nobly approving praiſe, ſo juſtly warm, 


Smil'd, conſcious of his inborn right to charm. 


NEexT, roſe 'TERPSICHORE, — melodious muſe | 
Soft, her firſt accents, like deſcending dews: 
Sweet, and flow ſwelling, till in livelier ſound, 
Gay, to the raviſh'd ear, quick tranſports . 

. 
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Tim'd to the tunefal voice, each trembling tree 


Strain'd its tugg'd roots, and labour'd to be free. 


Warm'd thro' the wak' ning fore, the ſculptur'd 
| ear | | 

Of every ſtarting ſtatue ſeem'd to hear. 

Air catch'd, and length'ning back the mazy notes, 

Curls, while the undulating muſic floats. 

Earth liſt'ning to zzhale harmonious pain, 

Sigh'd it, in ſoft vibration, back again. 


PARDON a mourning muſe, that leaves, with 
tears, | 1 
The land, that lov'd GERMANICUs endears. 
But, ah ! what toils, what anguiſh, ſhalt thou bear 
What endleſs labour muſt o'erload thy care! 
Ere thy laſt views a taſte, like thine, inſpire, 
And ſparkling kingdoms catch thy manly fire! 


Nx ax opera's fribling fugues, what muſe can 
ſtay * ? 
Where wordleſs warblings winnow thought, 155 
Muſic, when purpoſe points her not the road, 
Charms, to betray, and ſoftens, to corrode. 
Empty of ſenſe, the ſoul-ſeducing art 
Thrills a flow poiſon to the fick'ning heart. 
Soft 
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Soft ſinks idea, diſſolute in eaſe, 

And all life's feeble leſſon is, to pleaſe. 

Spirit, and taſte, and generous toil, take flight: 
And lazy love, and indolent delight, 

And low luxurious wearineſs of pain, 

Lull the loſt mind, — and all its powers are vain. 


HNCE, to the realms of fame, ye muſes, fly; 

There, to the drum's big beat, the heart leaps 
high. 

There, ſighing flutes but temp'ring martial heat, 
Teach diſtant pity and revenge to meet. 
The manly pipe, there, ſcorns th' expanded ſhakes, 
That wind wav'd nothings, till attention akes. 
There now, concurring keys and chords increaſe 
The heart's ſoft ſocial tyes, and cheriſh peace. 
Then, trumpets, anſw'ring trumpets, ſhrill, and far, 
Swell to the ſounding wind th' inſpiring war. 


There, the rous'd ſoul, in exerciſe, grows ſtrong : 


Nor pool to puddly foulneſs, ſtopp'd, too long. 

Strength'ning and ſtrengthned, by the poet's fire, 

There, muſic's meaning voice exalts deſire. 

There, harmony not drowns, but quickens, 
thought; Ek 


And fools, unfeelin g words, by notes are caught. 
Sor 
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SorT ſigh'd the prince, for ſuff ring muſic, 
pain'd, 

And PoLYHYMNIA, riſing warm, complain'd, 
Deign to be told, impartial, gen'rous, wile | 
Why fruitleſs eloquence indignant flies. 
Gall'd at loſt time, in caſes vainly clear'd, 
At truths untouching, and at ſounds, unheard; 
Bluſhing, while Oratory's lab'ring trains, 
On fr e-decifion, waſte derided pains ; 
And flouriſh'd periods, to no purpoſe fine, 
Like ſuns in deſarts, without nctzce, ſhine, 
Hating grave inſult, I diſdain to ſtay, 
Where talk but trifles, and where tropes but play. 
If ſerious rhet'ric ſweats, where ſneering mutes 
Haſt'ning the hurried queſtion, crop diſputes 1 
If /aw ſells argument, yet forms muſt reign, 
And, cuſtom pleading, equity is vain; 
If the dark pulpit's ſhort myſterious art | 
Lifts faith to heav'n ; and damns the moral heart ; 
Bear me, diſhonour'd God! to ſome plain ſtate, 
Where truth, in ſpite of aye and uo, is weight. 
Where pleas of right a reas'ning bench perſuade, 
And juſtice ſcorns in precedent to trade. 
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Where no bold blaſphemy wou'd faith enſlave: 
But, humble, honeſt, doubting, «works can ſave, 


EuTERPE, watchful of her ſiſter's cloſe, 
Snatch'd her ſunk cadence, and impatient roſe. 
Pleaſure, ſhe cry'd, is mine ; mine, the gay ſkill, 
To paint the fancy, and adorn the will. 
But where dry avarice has taſte betray'd, 
Pleaſure is robbery, in maſquerade. 
Contending ſexes puſh one common aim : 
And youth, and wit, and beauty, meet, to game 
At cards to conquer, or at dice to ſweep, | 


Is all the humble joy, the poliſb'd reap! 


Os, if, aſpiring to robuſter praiſe, 
Some livelier genius, warmth more active ſways, 
Then, frock'd in groomy ſleekneſs, tight, and 

ſmart, | 
The pert, capp'd, racer, dares the jockeys art, 
At ſtake and plate, his ſkill profoundly ſhewn, 
He, from his horſe's worth, preſumes his own. 


OR, nobly ſtung by John the coachman's claim, 
Climbing th' advent'rous box, diſputes his fame 


Scatt'ring 
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Scatt'ring malignant duſt, cracks voice and thong, 
Glows, for a livery's right, and burns along 

Proudly diſplay' d, looks back, and ſhouts to find 
Poor conſcious John, leſs glorious, hang behind. 


Nor fo, th' Olympian rivals charm'd, of old, 
When fiery youths in whirling chariots roll'd ! 
Then, the watch'd ſignal bad the rank disjoin, 
And ruſhing wheels diſſolv'd the breaking line: 
Strain'd to th' expanded whip's impulſive ſound, 
Light leap'd th' exulting axles o'er the ground: 
'Twixt crowding nations, partial, panting, gay, 
The prais'd plum'd hero imd the leſs ning way, 
The ſmoaking ſteeds obey'd the watchful rein, 
And winding warlike, ſwept the ſhouting plain. 
Now, graceful razs'd, now pendent in career, 
High, and far-glitt'ring, ſhone the charioteer ; 
Firm in his ſeat, ſuperior in his mien, 

Flew o'er the courſe, and flam'd along the green: 
Martial in geſture, eminent in grace, 
His birth and grandeur light'ning from his face. 


On, if to ſweeter conteſt match'd he mov'd, 
And, in ſome ball, led the kind hand he lov'd, 


Wo. The 
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The modeſt fair, ſlow thro' the mazy dance, 
Swam to the love-fick ſoul, in ſoft advance. 
No light coarſe fr /erng kick'd off woman's air: 
No ſtrong, ſtretch'd, limb, out-trod attraction, 
there, | 
Decent their pleaſures, and diſcreetly weigh'd; 
Active the youth, and delicate the maid. 
Honour, by elegance, its right maintain'd : 
And, thought correcting rapture, prudencereign'd, 


 Movurxnrur MELPOMENE, with fragic frown, 
Spoke next: and thus deplor'd a taſteleſs town. 
Why ſtrove the ſcenie muſe to ſhine, in vain, 
Where wit 1s levity, and art is gain ? 
Where law's blind hope wou'd curb corruption's 

rage, 
Yet, left undue contempt to taint the ſtage ? 
Hence, Theatres, neglected into ſhame, 
Catching at concourſe, purity diſclaim. 
By pow'r deſerted, make their humbler court 
To rake, and rancour, or to fool and ſport. 
Piqu'd to reprizal, unconfed'rate wit, 
Noting the popular, evades the fir. 
Then, the play plots on ſtate-craft, laughs at truth: 
Miſguides allegiance, or unſinews youth. _ 
15 Thither 
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Thither crouds faction, to be taught complaint: 

Where pow'r, the martyr, might have reign'd, 
the /aint. 

There, wiſdom bleeds, by pleaſure's feath'ry dart: 

And love's looſe hand unſtrings the ſlacken'd 
heart. | 

There, diſcontent, firſt, tries her tim'rous force; 

Hints, and finds help, and dares her dang'rous 
courſe. _ 

There, froth, farce, flatt'ry, chance, ſedition, rule: 

And virtue ſcarce finds place, in virtue's ſchool ! 


FAREWELL, forſaken ſtage — When courts 
refuſe 
To urge wit's wand'ring rein, ſhe ſhames a muſe, 
Hail! from Ar AR thou, fate-foretelling light! 
Beaming prognoftic, through the eye of night! 
Kindling a hundred realms, th' enliv'ning flame 
Wings the wak'd energy of courted fame. 
There, empire flaſhing into glory's blaze, 
Conſcious intention bluſhes nof at praiſe. 
There ſpurring virtue, wit has leave to mean: 
And pow'r exciting paſſion, prompts the ſcene. 


N „ 


182 ORIGINAL Pokus. 


So muſt it be, ere tragic fire is felt ! 
But, where grave thoughts are marks, for fools 
to pelt, 
Where tir'd illit'rate viewleſs yawning pride 
Muſt hear, unliſt'ning, and, untaught, decide, 
There, let loſt ſentiment miſpoint no beam; 
To hope, were blindneſs : and to wiſh a dream ! 


Ur leap'd THAL1A, glowing red with rage, 
Fir'd and indignant at a farceful age, 
Shall Comedy's inſulted muſe, ſhe cry'd, 
Hold hoops, to tumblers | — - 
She paus'd,—unable to proceed ;—ſigh'd ſtrong : 
Repell'd the big diſdain — and trac'd her wrong. 


SHALL Comepy, for ſworded harlequin, 
Split /athes ? and arm him, for the mimic ſcene! 
While he, proud impotence ! with modiſh ſtrut, 
Cocks bluff, diffuſive of his wooden cut ! 
Muſt ſhe ſwing Gyp/ies o'er the winnow'd pit, 
Mounting poſteriors, in defect of vit ! 

Or clap ſome human whirkoind's bluſt” ring rage, 
That o'er twelve heads deſcending, ſhakes the 
ſtage | | 


Stare 
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Stare, while th' unmanly reptile's wriggling twiſt 

Threads the ſtav d ladder, and deſcends, unhiſs'd? 

Or, for the rope-aſpirer's jirkful tread, 

Shall ſhe poize right their emblematic lead? 

No Let implor'd expulſion wing me thence! 

Far let me fly, to ſome fair ſeat of ſenſe : 

Where life's ſtol'n humour glows with mirthful 
grace, 

And comic picture copies nature's face : 

Where imag'd paſſion, dear to the polite, 

Leaves low buffoon'ry to the rabble's right. 

Tir'd, yet untaſk'd, let me no longer wait, 

Laughing unheeded — at the laughing great: 

While, with the roar of boys, to tricks they run, 

Which mobs ſhou'd ſhout at, and the wiſe ſhou'd 
ſhun. 

Gravely, good ſouls! reſerving folid ſcorn, 


For thoughts, to feel whoſe force, themſelves 
were born, 


WaR M' in wit's cauſe, lamenting genius loſt, 
Nor taſting ecſtſy, at judgment's coſt, 
Liſt'ning GERMANIcus, with penſive grace, 
Revolv'd wiſh'd ſoftnings, for a pitied race: 
When, like a trumpet pouring muſic's food, 
Speaking CALLIoPE thrill'd thro” his blood. 

> THERE 
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THERE was a prince! ah! bid me add, ere 

long, 

There is — impulſive of the epic ſong. 

Flame, of imperial prominence, he ſhin'd : 

Terror at once, and charm, of humankind ! 

All the ſoft praiſe of ſocial life his due : 

All the rais'd pow'rs, of arms, and arts, he knew, 

Fearleſs, impell'd his father's fortune on : 

And, in youth's dawn, a dazzling victor ſhone! 

In force reſiſtleſs, yet vndaring wrong: 

Honeſt, in vengeance! and in pity, ſtrong ! 

Without, dwelt war, in all her thund'ring din: 

While peace in all her ſtillneſs, wept, within. 

Form'd for a lover, for a thinker taught; 

Bloodleſs r:7fefive eminence, he ſought: 

Born to be greateſt, choſe but to be He: 

But heav'n, that knew his uſe, forbad his - 

Then, from the calms of conqu'ring rhought, he 
roſe, 

Glow'd in tempeſtuous war, and ſcorn'd repoſe. 

Uncrown'd, gave CLOWNS, at will, their 7borns un- 
tiy'd; | | 

And nicre than reigning, Without reigning died. 


4 5 Son 
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sven, though the land I ave cou'd ſhew me 
ſtill, 5: SHE 01 | 
Calm ſeaſons call not for a Pilot's ſkill. 
Peace is the bleſſing, commerce loves to chuſe; 
But war, and glory, taſk the epic muſe. 
Farewel, ſure ſubject of my future ſong ! 
When, riſing ſhameful at a people's wrong, 
In times yet diſtant, thy rememb'ring hand 
Lets looſe correction at ſome foreign land. 
Then, loud as thy applauſe, reclaim us, all : 
And every muſe of nine ſhall wait thy call. 


SPEAKING ſhe roſe: and, with her, riſing 
ſlow, 
Her eight fad ſiſters, ſighing, turn'd to go. 
Lively upſtarting from his ſhadow'd ſeat, 
Stay, cry'd the prince alarm'd, — ſuſpend retreat. 
Juſt though your anger, yet revenge forbear : 

_ Left, taught by muſes, man forgets to ſpare. 
Too ſoon, degen'rate nature warps awry, _ 
The bad to copy, and the good to fly. 

Have you beheld wit's ſtream diſcolour'd glide, 
And pour'd loſt azure on th' unconſcious tide ? 


Think 
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Think the blame yours, who heay'n's beſt tincture 

bring, TE 
To ſtain the current, yet neglect the ſpring ! 
Wou'd you, at once, Cerulean depth renew? 
And gayly bright'ning, fluſh th' improvement 
through ? N 
High, at the ſource, th' infuſive tinge beſtow : 
And ev'ry downward drop ſhall tinctur'd flow. 


Bur, while, a vagrant, inſpiration ſtrays, 
And, here and there, unlicens'd pow'r diſplays, 
Though ſep'rate, individual frollers ſhare 
Some uncollective ſcatt'rings, of your care; 
This way, and that, though ſome faint hint of 

light 
Gleams, like a meteor, and ſhrinks back in night, 
Or, mingling beams, to form ſome deathleſs blaze, 
Once in an age, you, Ports, or THoMsoNs, 

raiſe ; 
All the loſt labour ſerves but to expreſs, 
How wide our wants! how thinly we poſſeſs 
Till the day breaks, expect no gen'ral glow :" 
For the ſky darken'd, keeps all dark, below. 


HERE, 
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HERE, for wit's fountain, dream not of a court, 
Falſe and injurious, flight th' unweigh'd report. 
Meant, for a clime, where Zhrones appropriate 

pow'r, | 
And one man's paſſions all mens rights devour, 
But, in free ſtates, where liberty may chuſe, 
Taſte knows no monarch, and obeys no muſe. 


Senates their muſes ; property their aim: 


Their boaſt but ſaſety — and their play- thing, 
fame, 


No — wou'd your willing culture waſte no 
toll ? 
Wou'd your bays thrive, in a reluctant ſoil ? 
Ductile of form, and changing ſhapes at will, 
Aſſume new ſex, new names, new views, new ſtill. 
| Safe, in ſage politicks, conceal your wit: 
Then, by my bounty, gualify'd to fit, 
Nine Corniſh boroughs might aflign you place, 
Where, mix'd unthought-of, you may ſhun diſ- 
grace, 6 

There, breathing unſuſpected influence, lurk, 
| Till patient progreſs crowns your arduous work. 
| Thence. 
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Thence, ſhall deſcending radiance raſte convey: 
And willing kingdoms make the muſes way. 
Till, time ſlow fav'ring, you may quit diſguiſe, 
And wear wit, plain, among th' unlaughing wiſe, 


Pavsing, he ſmil'd humanity, fo kind, 
That ev'ry muſe was touch'd, and chang'd her 
mind : 

All bow'd conſent, to his grave purpoſe wrought; 
And, thus, URAN1a voic'd her ſiſter's thought, 


Born to a people's brarts, their DARLING, 
ſhine ! 
Let ev'ry wiſh, and hope, and joy, be thine! 
Mov'd by the magic mercy of thy view, 
We feel good counſel, and embrace it too. 
One ſole condition grant, and we obey: 
No dang'rous notice muſt detect our ſtay ! 
Hid in 2% grove, each menial! muſe ſhall claim 
Domeſtic ſhelter from reproach and ſhame : 
Till, by thy ſcheme, their yet unrival'd friend! 
Their influ'ence widens, and their ſuff rings end. 
Then, thewn the world, and privileg'd to pleaſe, 
And, gath'ring face and faſhion, by degrees, 
Seen, 
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geen at aſſemblies, belles may jokes forbear : 
Nor, ſhocking modeſt rangers, turn and flare ! 


Tnus, in his ſhade, from public pain exempt, 
Sleeping, the viſionary poet dreamt. 
Then wak'd; and found his ſparkling Prince 

was there: 
But ev'ry empty muſe was loſt in air. 


— 


2 „ —_—— 


The CREATION. 


A Paraphraſe wpon the firſt Chapter of GENES18. 


P the beginniing, the Almighty God! 
| Sending out his loud decree, 
Begot exiftence, and bid being be / 
Creation! firſt- born child of un-nam'd night, 
Swell'd flowly, upward, at his pow'rful beck: 
Aloft, he wav'd his threat'ning rod, 
And, ſtrait, reſiſtance fled the aweful check! 


And trembled, downward, from his dread. | 
ful nod 


Then, 
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Then, out of chaos, ſtreak d with ſudden light, 
Up roll'd the face of form, wrapt round with 

night, 

And, from the curling clouds, march'd out, mag- 

nificent, and bright. 

Looſe earth, at firſt, was rude, and ſhapeleſs, 
made, 

And cover'd thick, with ſtill, and empty ſhade; 

For darkneſs, brooding o'er the deep, had motion 

overlaid |! 
Out went the Hirit, o'er the lifeleſs waſte, 
And breath'd, in breezy gales, God's high 
command: | 
Let there be /ight, ſaid he; and e'er the word 
was paſt, 
Pale, quiv ring beams ſhot thick, on every 
hand : 
And gath' ring into luſtre, devious, flew, 
Ready to act, but ignorant what to do. 
The ſpirit ſwift collected all, and rang'd 'em, on 
one fide, 
And drove the ſever'd darkneſs on a heap, 
Curling black with wheely ſweep, 
In piles, — horrible, and ſteep: 


T hen 


ORIGINAL PoE Ms. 191 
Then, paſſing flow, between, their borders to di- 
vide | 
Henceforth, be this bright fluid, day, he cry a, 
And night this duſky mount, on my left ſide: 
So ſaying, pleas d with his own work, he ſhot 
himſelf away, 
And morning, thus, and evening, join d, made up 


the jir/t great day. 


II. 


The hand of God, again was ſtretch'd o'er all: 
Aſcend, he cry d, ye thin, and ſubtile train, 
That, Iighteſt, in the mingled maſs, remain. 
The floaty atoms ſtarted, at his call, 
And haſted to him all; 
Whoſe voice was never heard in vain. 


High, from the groſſer heap, they ſteam'd 


away: 

A nimble hoſt of ſpringy bodies, cint d, 
In various forms, and ſtruggling every way, 
To be at eaſe, and fly unfurl'd ; 

But each, obſtructive to the other's care, 


of air! 


Here, 


Together twiſted wide they ſpread, a liquid field 


* 
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Here, cry'd the mighty Former, draw a line, 
All above this, be mine ! 
Heaven ſhall be here, and, here, my throne ſhall 
ſhine ! 
Hither, ye thinneſt, pureſt, atoms riſe, 
Poſſeſs, and fill my topmoſt ſkies ! 
You ſecond ranks, reſt where you are, 
And call your fluid force the Atmoſphere: 
But you, more heavy climbers ! backward fall, 
Keep you the humbleſt pojt of all: 
Condens'd to cloſer ſubſtance, roll below, 
And, murm'ring hoarſe, in wat'ry va/ineſs flow. 
All, widely differing, hear alike, and equallyobey, 
And fo found end, the ſecond formful day. 


III. 


Let all theſe currents, which, divided run, 
Unite, ſays God, and gather into One / 
At once, with hollow roar, the back ning flood, 
Unveil'd the reeking earth, and ſhrunk away: 
T was then the third aſtoniſh'd day, 

Diſclos'd a ſwelling globe of naked mud, 
A lifeleſs bulk, which all unactive lay: 
And ſaw the channel'd Ocean, round it, play 
Warm, 
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Warm, breath'd prolific ſpirit o'er the face 
Of each new dreaty ſpace ; 
Th' impregnate glebe, grown conſcious of hot 
worth, | 
' Cmceiv'd at once, at once brought forth. 
With mineral pangs, her ſtiff ning bowels groan 
Her heaving mountains harden into ſtone. 
The muddy ſurface brightens into green : 
Sturdy /rubs are, this way, ſeen ; 
Stemleſs herbs riſe, there, between. 
The opening roſe, by nature gay, 
Bluſhes at the kiſs of day! 
Pale, hard by, the /i/ly blows, 
Envious of the ruddy roſe ; 
And, pining at her ſicklier 2obzte, 
Hangs her head, to ſhun the fight. 
Each verdant vale embroider'd beauty fills ; 
And ſhooting fere/?s crown the waving hills. 
Carpets of graſs o'erſpread th extended plains ; 
And, here and there, for ornament, an unchath'd 
rock remains! 


vor- Tv — Well- 
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IV. 


Well-pleas'd, the Maker ſaw his work ſucceed: 
*Tis wond'rous fair, he ſaid ! theſe charms 
below, 
With ſparkling beauty ſeem to plead, 
That heaven ſhou'd pay em back ſome ſbow, 
Then, let there be #wo glorious [ghts : 
Let one inſpire the days, and one adorn the nights, 
The word was God's | 'twas ſaid, and done ! 
Out-blaz'd, at once, the glorious ſun ! 
All Heaven, and earth, ſtrait, catch'd the quick- 
ning fire ; 
And melted into warm, and new deſire. 
The /ea, enamour'd with his beams, 
Smil'd, upward, from a thouſand ſtreams ; 
And, longing to approach him nigher, 
Diſſolv'd, in exhalations, to aſpire ; 
Wide, this new torch of heaven, the world 
adorns ; | | 
The creſcent moon, too, ſhow'd her ſilver horns: 
But, with a paler luſtre ſhin'd : 
For ſhe, diſtaſteful, that ſhe ow'd her light 


Io a proud rival's envied fight, 
8 ! At 
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At her inferior fate, repin'd, 
And, as be roſe, declin'd ! 
God ſaw her grief, and bent to eaſe her pain, 
And ornament her ſhadowy reign, 

Struck out a myriad of illuſtrious ſparks, 
The Gems of heay'n, her farry marks! 
And, e'er the baſhful Planet cou'd complain, 
Bid her light up the ſun-left world, with her night- 

twinkling train. 
V. 
The jth day dawn'd ; and, thus, God's voice was 
heard, 
Why ſhou'd this world of waters ſteril flow ? 
By inborn offspring, let her waſtes be chear d. 
Bring forth, O ſea ! and fill the depths, below: 
Loud ocean, huſh'd to ſtillneſs, and afraid 
To let one wave the ſhore invade, 
Wonder'd, yet, to feel, within, 
A kind of moving war begin | 
Fermenting vigour ſtirr'd the wat'ry heap, 
Liquid /ife began to creep, 
And half-form'd monſters flounder'd, thro' the 
__ deep. 
Panting ſenſation, by degrees, ſpread wide; 
| O 2 Fiſhes, 
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Fiſhes, ſwift- ſhooting, from the bottom, glide, 
To ſtem, in ſcaly ſboals, the topmoſt tide. 
The. /hell-are/? tribe, of growth, and motion, 
ſow, 

Craw!, humbly, on the frands, below: 
Warm, and gay, the nimbler kind 
Upward roll, the top to find, 

And, leaping, cool their vers, in the wind. 
In the mid-way, the plunging whale plays 
round, 
Wanton in life, he whirls, with antic bounds, 
And, ſometimes, to the ſurface mounts, and ſome- 
times, ſweeps the ground; 
The boihng deep about him foams, and, with his 
ſport, reſounds. | 

Thence, too, the feather'd nation, flutt'ring, riſe, 
Clouds of ſun-obſcuring ſize ! 
And, every bird, as from the wave he ſprings, 

And tries his new-form'd throat, and fings, 

Shakes the moiſture from his wings ; 

Then, drawn by inſtinct, upward flies, 

And tow'rs, ambitious, to the tempting ſeres, 

Be fruttful, all, God ſaid, and multiply, 
And fill the ſeas, and fill the fey : 
| Through- 


ORIGINAL PoE Ms. 197 


Throughout the ocean, O, ye Fiſb ! abound : 


And let your various kinds, O Fowl! O er all the 
earth be found. 


VI. 

Now, air was peopled, and the roomy ſeas ! 
And neſting inmates fill'd the branchy trees ! 
Thou, earth, ſaid God, ſhalt, yet once more, 

concei ve, 
E'er our mighty taſk we leave: 


Earth, trembling from her center, heard the 
ſound, 


And felt, thro' all her chaſms, inſpiring heat 
Warm germination heav'd th' enliv'ning ground, 

And, from the foreſt's cloſe, and dark retreat, 
Lynxes, and Tygers, on a ſudden, bound. 


From the filent, mountain cave, 
Glaring round, the ien ſtalks ! | 
And, wond'ring, frowns, in fierceneſs grave, 
To meet the clumſy Camel, in his walks ! 
The ſprightly horſe neighs, from the rugged 
hill, | | 
And, ſhooting downward, thunders o'er the 
plain; 2 | 
Bounding along, ſtrikes out his heels at will, 


9 3 _ 


he 
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Till, in his way, encount ring there, 

Rais d, on his hinder paws, a grinning Bear, 

Roughly fix'd, in fupid ſtare, 

Snorting, he ſtarts, and gallops back, again 
From the moiſt yen, th' unfiniſh'd Frog 

| Croats faintly, yet but half-way freed ; 
And, ſtruggling with his muddy clog, 


Drags out his limber legs, and ftips along the 


mead ! 
From the 6, the ſpeckled Snake, 

With high-rais'd head, aſtoniſh'd, glides; 
Hiſſing, he journeys on, from brake to brake, 
Proud of the curly folds, whereon he {lides! 

From the high precipice, the bearded Goat 
Looks down, with gravity, on diſtant flocks : 
The Wolf diſcerns him, and with barking 
throat, 
Springs upward, at him, and aſſaults the 


rocks ! 
In every plain, on every hill, 
The buſy world is firr'd throughout: 


And, labouring with its maker's will, 


In breathing miſts, a ſwarm of life breaks out 


H igh, 
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VII. | 
High, on a mount of Eden's happy fits, 
Thoughtful, at laſt, the great Creator ſtood : 
I find, ſays he, there wants one labour more, 
And, then, the work is good ! 
And, be it, ſo, e'er yet I give it o'er : 
One ſhall be form'd, to rule the millions, form 'd 
before ! 
He faid ; and wav'd, on high, bis aweful hand, 
Strait, from hot Arabia's ſand, 
And Scythia's wild, and frozen land, 
A gathering whirlwind toward him blew; 
Sweeping, from Eaſt to Weſt, from pole to pole, 
Storfter, than thought, the circling eddies roll; 
And a long train of each land's duſt, in clouds, 
rogether drew. 
Th' approaching atoms their Creator how 
And guelſs'd his mighty meaning, too; 
And, knitting into cloſe embrace, a Puman ſhape 
they grew! | 
God touch'd the light, and unconnected 8 
And breath'd the breath of lie throughout. 
A ſudden faſb of ſpirit, thro' it, ran! 
At once, the dry conjunction catch'd the flame, 
And kindled into mar. 
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The jointed duſt look'd wild about, and Bu ſoul 
became; 


He ſaw his God, and proſtrate fell, oppreſs'd * 


virtuous ſhame. 


VIII. 


.- 


Hear me, thou captain of my creatures! thou, 
Whole nobler form, in my own image, made, 
Forbids thee, any where, to bow, 
But to my glory, in theſe works, diſplay'd, 
I, thy great Maker, muſt be well obey'd: 
All elſe ſhall % commands fulfil, 
Only ſubject to ty will: 
Look round thoſe wide-extended plains, below, 
Whate' er thou ſee'ſt, is all /hby own / 
Yon diſtant mcuntains, topt with ſnow, 
Swell'd to that height, for thee, alone! 
For thee, yon winding 7:vers flow); 
Fill'd, within, by finny ſhoals ! 
There's not a bird of bea ven, wich ſhall not 
know, 8 
And ſtoop to thy controuls. 
For thee, yon wind- ſhook forefts grow; 
And 
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And all theſe lovely owers, 
Enamel earth, n the breezy ſhowers, 
Which give em ſtrength to riſe, and paint the 
leafy bowers. | 
The fruits, of various heu, are alſo thine ; 
For thee, yon rip'ning cluſters ſhine : 
The loaded fems, which bear em, bending ſtand, 
But to invite thy hand. 5 
But, have a care, O Son of duft / thus rais'd, 
That I am duly prais'd: 
Remember, grateful, by whoſe pow'r thou art, 
And, in the flowing fullneſs of thy joy, 
Be mindful, he, who made thee, can deſtroy, 
And curb the haughty ſwellings of thy heart, 


— — 
* P * 


1 1 3 —— a . — 


c AMILLU Ss: 4 Poem. 


Humbly inſcrib'd to the Right Honourable CHARLES 
Earl of PETERBOROUGH and MonmovuTH. 


Writ, in the Year 1707. 


HEN zyur'd HERors ſuffer in their 

fame, | , 
Juſtice, unſummon d, ſhou'd their wrongsproclaim: 
But, 
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But Pf RUS. Son ſhou'd raiſe reſentment higher, 
And light up vengeance, with poetic fire. 

For, where injuſtice clouds a noble name, 

The PaTRoN's ſcandal is the PotT's ſhame. 


PerMIT, Great Sir, my humble muſe to raiſe 
A private monument, of public praiſe : 
Unbend your mighty foul, and ſtoop to fame, 
Whoſe voice ſhall ſound, to heaven, your glorious 

1 
Minds, that are great, like yours, diſdain applauſe, 
Their inborn virtue gives their reaſon laws : 
Above the reach of malice, bleſt, they live, 
Proud to be envy'd, and, like heaven, forgive. 
What depth of line muſt my rais'd fancy find, 
To ſound th' unfathom'd ocean of thy mind! 
Or, thro' the lab rynth of thy wonders wind | 
How dares my untry d pen attempt a verſe, 
Worthy thy God. lige actions to rehearſe ? 
How dares my flutt'ring muſe invade that ſky, 
Where Virgil, eagle. wing'd, wou'd fail, to fly ! 
Dark, in my breaſt, tumultuous terrors roll, 
And riſing paſſions /bake my lab'ring ſoul : 
Encount'ring reaſons, thro' my judgment, ſhine, 
Some urge, and ſome farbid, the vaſt deſign : 
Here 
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Here, juſtice ſummons — there, my youth _—_ 3 
Duty, to 10186, to that, my will replies. 


Reſolv'd, at laſt, you, ſafe return to greet, 
I throw my worthleſs numbers, at your feet ; 
Aſſur'd, the generous goodneſs of your eye, 
W's ſee my zeal, and 18 my errors s oy. 


Bu T, if my 22 genius chance to fail, 
Nor ardent pray'rs can, with the nine, prevail; 
Think, Sir, how various your great atts appear! 
Were, war, and glory — wit, and honour, here : 
Oneglitt' ring moment ſpreads your ond rous fame, 
Battles, and bloodſhed, celebrate your name 
Now, the great hero, in a purple flood, 
Plunges, thro' formy ſeas of hoſtile blood. 
Now, ſtrides, with ſ&:Iful courage, from afar, 
To ſtop ſome gap, of unſucceſsful war: 
Another moment, ſmoothly, gilds his face, 
With lovely faveetneſs, and delightful grace: 
Calmly, he tunes his mind, to ſofter ſports, 
And lives ny matchleſs PARAGON of courts. 


NO 3 then, if my 2 eye, 
Viewing thy SUN of excellence, too nigh, 


Dazzled with light, is love” d to look awry | 
A tra- 
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A traveller, who, thus, without a guide, 

O'er ſome unmeaſur'd tract, attempts to ride: 
Where thouſand paths, of equal breadth, appear, 
And each fair courſe ſeems ſafe, alike, to ſleer, 
May, ſpite of ſricteſt caution, loſe his way, 
And, ſcarce, be ju/ily ſaid, to go aftray. 


In peace, the fam'd HIspAxIA, long, had ſlept, 
And free poſſeſſion of her Indies kept: 
Made poor, by plenty, dull content ſhe knew ; 
Her ſtrength declining, as her riches grew: 
Till, forc'd to valour, ſhe begins too late, 
And climbs, unwilling, but to pull down fate. 


THE 1RſecondCharles reſign'd his princely breath, 
And ſwift-wing'd fame proclaim'd th' expected 
i deatb :- 
Sudden, the trumpet echoes, from afar, 
And friendly nations riſe to furious war : 
The hardy veterans their arms prepare, 
And waving banners fan the heated air: 
The ſprightly feeds, with lofty bounds, advance, 
And curb'd, by fezliful riders, proudly prance : 
A wild confuſion, o'er the globe, is hufl'd, 
And warlike earthquakes ſhake the chriſtian world. 
Th The 
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The Auſtrian prince, heir, in affirm'd deſcent, 
To graſp the crown, his ſtrong endeavours bent : 
BouRBON oppos'd, and, in the vacant throne, 
Wou'd place a royal offspring of his own. 
Doubtful the right — but pow'r, which all obey, 
Appear'd, to Juſtiſy the ſecond's ſway : 

The arms of France allure the voice of Spain, 
And Anjou ſeated, will his poft maintain. 


S1ghing, the young prevented AvuSTRIAN ſtands, 


And lifts, to gracious heaven, his eyes, and hands : 

Implores ſwift juſtice, to an injur'd man; 

And heaven directs his prayers to heaven's vice- 
gerent, ANNE. | | 

Thither, they fly, whom pow'rful wrongs oppreſs, 

And find a certain ſhelter from diftreſs : 

By her, the proud aſprrer, daily, bleeds, 

And biaſi'd monarchs wait her dreaded deeds, 

Aw'd, tho' diſpleas'd, to her decrees they tand, 

And own the fate of Europe, in her hand. 

Thither, with tow'ring hopes, and longing eyes, 

The young, excluded monarch, ſwiftly, flies : 


Whiſpers, in Anna's ear, his weighty grief, 


And, from her pitying ſcul, extracts relief. 
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Ax her command, th' intrepid Britons fly, 
Exert their inborn worth, and proudly die: 
Pleas'd with their fate, they dearly ſell their breath 
And ſmile, amidſt the raging pangs of death. 

A cboſen band of theſe, who all things dare, 
For diſtant war, their mighty ſouls prepare: 
Thro' every ear, their glorious cauſe they ring, 
To curb proud France, and right an injur'd King, 


- O'xx theſe, a Crier, by art, and nature, grac'd, 
Renown'd in war, and policy, was plac'd: 
Beyond mankind, his judgment cou'd diſcern, 
And much improve what others could not learn : 
He ow'd no virtue, to a dread of ſhame, 

No ſeeming honeſty, to promis'd fame: 

On its own baſe, in him, true honour ſtood, 
Waſh'd, by a generous ide of noble blood. 

Him the great Anna choſe — CAMILLUsS go, 
Revenge my brother, on his haughty foe : 
Guard him to Spain—there, let my will be known, 
And ſeat the monarch, in his raviſh'd throne, 


Tux valiant chief, without ambition, brave, 


Humbly receiv'd the weighty charge, ſhe gave: 
Deſtin'd 
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Deſtin'd, in ſpite of malice, to be great, 
His daring foul contemns the tricks of ſtate : 
Swiftly, he bids his glad commanders meet, 
And lead their army to the waiting feet: 
Their ſwelling hopes the ſwelling gales invite, 
And heaven, and they, propitiouſly, unite: 
In loud ſalutes, the deep-mouth' d cannons roar, 
Anſwer'd by zealous wiſhes, from the ſhore : 
Whence mingled crowds their hearty prayersrepeat, 
Till ing waves obſcure the ſailing fleet, 


Ox the extremeſt limits of that land, 
Thro' which the Tagus, rich in golden ſand, 
His rapid courſe, in depth of waters bends, 
And twice two hundred miles his ſtream extends ; 
Old BarceL ona, ſtrong by nature, ſtands, 
And rules a vaſt extent of fertile lands : 
With rocky mountains, half environ'd round, 
The other half, by bogs and marſby ground. 
Beneath her walls, ſurrounding trenches lie, 
Beyond thoſe depths, riſe bukoarks, vaſtly high: 
Walls within walls, the ſolid place defend, 
Where watchful Centinels their charge attend : 
Whence trains of hollow braſs, with fiery breath, 
Vomit black ſulph'rous meſſages of death; 

Ram! d 
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Ram'd with deſtruction, burſt with horrid roar, 


And ſcatter Zerrors, round the trembling ſhore. 


H1THER, with crowded fails, the Britons bent, 
Big with the meſſage, their great miſtreſs ſent : 
Their warlike fouls to emulation riſe, 

And breathe out pious wiſhes, to the ſkies : 
And, now, thoſe powers, which brave deſigns 
attend, 
Had brought their voyage to a happy end: 
From Barcelona's tow'rs, with wild aftright, 
The trembling foe beholds th' unwelcome fight ; 
A mighty feet, approaching, by degrees, 
In graceful order, plows the ſmiling ſeas ; 
Harmonious mufic ſpreads the joy, they bring, 
And clam'rous ſhouts proclaim the coming King: 
The ſounding trumpets his intent declare, 
And waving ſtreamers flouriſh in the air: 
Arriv'd, at length, the cannons loudly roar, 
And ſhake, with panic fright, the wond'ring ſhore. 


Mean while, the Spaniards all their force pre- 
pare, | 


And arm, — for 28 war: 
Blind 
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Blind, with amazement, and ignoble fear, 
They double all the Britons, that appear : 
All think with horror, England, now, had bent 
Her utmoſt force, to form one grand deſcent. 


Bur, when they ſaw ſo ſmall a number land, 
And boldly tread the ſurface of their ſand, 
The paler marks of fear forſook their face, 

And wonder, far more great, ſupplies the place. 
An equal force, within their walls, they found, 
Yet, fear'd, to meet their foes, on equal ground : 
They ſaw, with wonder at an act, fo vain, 

Th' undaunted Britons win the neighb'ring plain, 
Where, ſoon, their /quadrons form'd a camp, and 

then, | 
They thought, or dreaded, they were more, than 


men. 


Tuvs had the great CamiLLus forc'd his 
way, 
And, void of fear, in midſt of dangers, lay : 
Impatient of delays, the AUSTRIAN youth, 
Deep-touch'd with ſorrow, liſten'd to the truth < 
He ſaw the weakneſs of his daring few, 
And, with concern, his Ves advantage Ane: 
Vor. IV, TT The 
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The brazen tubes of death were mounted high, 
And clouds of rolling ſmoke obſcur'd the ſky; ; 
All this, and more, from his ſmall camp, was ſeen, 
And death, diſguis'd with horror, ſtalk'd, Between. 


THe aged chiefs, in cautious war, grown old, 
Wou'd rather be 700 backward, than too bold: 
Therefore, advis'd the Prince to haſte away, 
Since 'twas ſcarce poſlible, to /ive, and fay. 
The Prince, with melancholy 7houghts oppreſt, 
Came to CamiLLus, and unlock'd his breaſt; 
Told him the pangs of ſorrow, ſhame, and rage, 
Which D the blooming comforts of his age: 
Told him the flames, in which his 200 wou'd 


burn, 


Shou'd he thus, unſucceſsfully, return. 


WII grief, the gen'rous Briton heard him 
tell | 
The deep misfortunes, he but knew, foo well: 
He rolls his eyes, accuſes partial fate, 
And tells the Au/?rian, that he ſkou'd be great. 
Reſolv'd to act, the council ſpeak, in vain, 
And, by debates, protract the fall of Spain: 
_ CamIL- 
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CAMILLUS had a ſoul, whoſe heavenly fre 
Cou'd compaſs all things, and to all aſpire, 
Himſelf, alone, cou'd with himſelf debate, 
And mov'd, obſcurely, like the hand of fate, 


Had by the towers of Barcelona, ſtands, 
High, on the rocks, o'erlooking neighb'ring lands, 
A ſtrong-built caſtle, whoſe extended ſway 
Obliges ey'n the city, to obey, 

Five hundred men the ſolid ramparts keep, 

On rocks, beyond imagination, /teep : 

Whence rolling /ones invading foes can chaſe, 

When, with an akng eye, they climb the dreads 
ful place. | | 


Tuls was the ſource, whence vidfories muſt fow, 
Hither the Britiſb chief reſolv'd to go: 
Unus'd to fear, and more unus'd to boaſt, 

With temp'rate words, he chear'd his wond'ring 
hoſt ; 5 
Strove not to hide the hazard of the taſt, 
Nor cover danger, with a gilded maſe : 
He bids each ſoldier, like himſelf, perform, 
And, by example, wins em, to the form. 
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Repeated charges from the cannons fly, 8 


The diſmal proſpect ſhocks the braveſt hearts, 
And adds new motion, to disjointed paris; 


Tus roſy morning uſher'd in the ſun, 
Which was to ſee a bloody buſineſs done; 
His beams ſhone bright, to guide the battle well, 
And drank their blood, in pity, as it fell: 
Eight hundred Britons, on this glorious day, 
O'er pathleſs foreſts, force their oblique way: 
In tedious march, o'er high aſcents, they paſt, 
And won the dangerous precipice, at laſt, 


Wiru ſtrange ſurprize, the Spaniards ruſh to 
arms, 3 

And bells rung backward, in confus'd alarms: 

The ſummon'd ſoldiers, hurry'd to their poft, 

And pour whole vollies on the climbing hoſt : 


Like fiery meteors, blazing thro' the ey: 
The ſhatter'd limbs of men, who nobly dare 
Are borne on bullets, thro' the flaming air: 


The brave CAMILLUs, with a fierce delight, 
Drives on the head-long fury of the fight : 
Urges his bleeding troops, ſtill Higher and higher, | 
And ſcatters death for death, and fire for fire. 

= Tuus, 
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Tuus, when, of old, the mighty giants ſtrove, 
To check the boundleſs power of angry Jove ; 
With force, like this, but, in a cauſe, leſs good, 
The huge BRIARRUs, their great leader] ſtood ; 
The ſolid centre ſhakes, beneath his weight, 
Who, all-unknowing, or, unfearing fate, 

Kicks at the thunder, which, with horrer, flies 
And, while ſwift lightning flaſhes, in his eyes, 
Tears up a hundred rocks, and hurls em at the ( : 


ies. 


Bur now, aloft, the mingled war grows high, 
On heaps, promiſcuous numbers fall and die ; 
Rivers of blood, from the mix'd battle, fow, 
Till death, ſcarce, fees, t to guide a deſtin'd % u. 


Tur walls are won, the Hand loſe the 
day, 
And crowilii Britons win the cover'd Way : 
While ſome, on high, the congquer'd paſs defend, 
Others, below, by mutual help, aſcend : 
No more, the driven foes their fortune try, 
But quit their bloody. battlements, and. / 5 
P: - | "Dear, 
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Deſpair, and horror, fill the diſmal place, 

And terror ſits, enthron'd, on every face, 

Deſtructive fate grows cruel, to exceſs, 

And rages, blindly, in her blackeſt dreſs : 
Matrons, and virgins, ep, with bitter cries, 


And noiſy ſorrows pierce the diſtant fkzes. - 


Bur ceaſe, miſtaken wretches ] ceaſe your moan, 
Proud of your conqu'ror, your congueſt own; 
Your friends, v:&or:045, might yrannic be, 

- Your foes but conquer you, to ſet you free. 

No baſe deſgn diſtains a BRIToNs cauſe, 

But pity guides the ſword, which juſtice draws, 


Wir ſuch ſucceſs, was that great day begun, 
Which not the army, but their general, won: 
While he, impatient his great taſk, to end, 
Which heaven appear'd, ſo early, to befriend, 
Chears his glad ſoldiers, with divided gain, 
And leads em down, undreading, to the plain: 
Ranges 'em, widely, near the city's bound, 
Reſolv'd to force a place, they ſcarce ſurround, 


Tuus, moves he, brightly, like ſome wand ring 


ſtar, 


And ſcorns the heavy arts of common war: 


In 
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In their own fire, his matchleſs actions blaze 

He needs no council, and he ſeeks no praiſe : 
While other generals tedious projects form, 

Hz thinks, and acts, and ins applauſe, by ftorm : 
With furious courage ftands, and tempts his fate, 
But heaven, ftill, ſpares the MAN, to bleſs the 
STATE. 


WI᷑X threat'ning lo each ready Briton ſtands, 
And ſharp-edg'd weapons grace their warlike hands: 
Obſequious fence waits the General's nod, 

As antient Grecians watch'd the Delphian God. 


MAN while, each trembling tow'r, with hor- 
rid dread, | 

Looſen'd its walls, and ſhook its batter'd head : 

The ty works, which ſhou'd the town defend, 
The ſhocks of hoſtile thunder, widely, rend: 
Amidſt theſe crowds of ferrors and deſpair, 

The Britons, for a ſharp aſſault, prepare: 

The Spaniards ſee, and ſhun the lou'ring Fates, 

And, widely, open their ſubmiſſive gates. 


AND, now, the mighty deed is greatly done; 
A king reliev'd, and kingdoms, bravely, Won. 25 
T4 The 


216 ORIGINAL PoE Ms. 

The warlike Chief, with glory, fir d his breaft, 
Forgot his pleaſures, and forſook his reſt : 
The Austrian fix d — He, bravely, onward bent, 
And conquer'd rebel countries, as he went: 
The ſtubborn Catalens, unus'd to bow, 

Gladly, ſubmit, to firm ſubjefion, now: 

With joyful H bouts, their happy monarch greet, 
And leave their mountains, for the regal ſeat ; 
That ſtrong-built for?, whoſe fate the reſt excelld, 
And thrice ten thouſand Gall:c foes repell'd, 
Afraid to ſirive, her iron gates unlock'd, 

And gladly pen d, when CAMILLus knock'd. 
To his ſacceſsful arms, whole nations yield, 
And, freely, give him up an wntry'd field. 

At his bleſs'd feet, the rich ToxTosa lay, 
And matchleſs conduct gain'd him LERIDA. 
VALENCIA's kingdom, gloriouſly, he won, 
And triumpb'd, o'er the proſtrate ARRAGON. 


Bur hold, unwary Muſe ! no higher ſoar ; 
He, who did this, alas! muſt do no more 
Oh! that % numbers cou'd but reach my aim, 
How wou'd I celebrate his glorious name 


How wou'd I paint the baztles, he has won, 
And all the le actions, he has done ! 


How 
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How wou'd I paint him, ſpilling gen rous blood, 
And tempting death, for his dear country's good ! 
How wou'd I draw his 9 illuſtrious Sons, ) 
Proud of their mangled fleſh, and ſhatter'd bones ! 
How wou'd I tune my elevated ſong, 
And ſhame the men, who do CAMILLus wrong! 


Bur, ſince his works, thro' clouds, are forc'd 
to ſhine, 
How cou'd I hope ſucceſs, from ſuch, as mine ? 
Let virtue be rewarded, if it can, 


When gratitude forgets ſo great a man. 


1 _—_— . 


1 — 


Free Thoughts 2p F AIT H: Or, The 
— of RE AS o N. 


H, Trov ! 1 — who-ere, what-ere, where-ere, 
thou art, 

Sole — or aſſociated — conceiveleſs power 

In ſearch of whom, o'erſtretch'd Idea burſts ; 
 Andſenſerolls back, on darkneſs—cauſe, uncaus d i 

Progreſſive un- beginner — without end 
Giver, of thought, oh, guide it. — Arm a mind, 
pn Trem- 
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Tremblingly ſtruck, — to fem but one ſhort 
____ glimpſe, BE 

One diſtant, tranſient, momentary, flaſh 

Of thy keen light — and hive — - oh _ far from 

| dream 

To draw th' ALmiGuTy's deign'd approach too 
near — RR | 

All, that my ſoul's touch'd ſenſe aſpires to tell 

Is, — that ſhe dares not view thee — Thou, who 
know'ſt 5 1 ao 

The muſe's conſcious rev'rence — aid her ſong. 


AwFULLY ſhrinking from th' aſſumer's hand, 
That points me to thy place, thy power, thy will, 
aged d at his pride! I ſtart — and fy. 

O, pityer of preſumption ! whence aſpires 
Awak ning duft's brief glance of ſhadowy life, 
To launch its little plummet — into depths, 
Profounder, than ETERNITVI — how dare 
O'erweening, mole-blind furro'wers of dark earth 
Engroſs, to their low ſelves, their Gop's whole 

care? 
slight nobler orbs, — as ſkirts to this dim ball, 
That, day by day, rolls round its eye-leſs bulk, 


To beg light's needful alms, from one, kind fut— 
| While 
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While tracts, ſuperior to conception? s bound, 

See ſuns, in millions, o'er NEW WORLDS, pour 
blaze — 

Yet, reach but confines of xx Sus — and die! 


RzqQUIRE not theſe vaſt works of God, God's 
grace, 
Proportion d to their vaſtneſs ? — how, then, dares 
Conceit's proud pref rence of its own clay d cott 
O'crleap thoſe azure voids — where thought, and 

ſpace, 
And number, and immenſity, — are loft : 
And comprehenſion a#es, to ſcale repulſe ! 
Whence had man's inſect arrogance of gueſs 
Such impotent out-ſtarting — to preſume, 
H's momentary nothingneſs of graſp 
Cou'd know, taſk, limit, and deſcribe — his Gop! 


SAY, bigot boaſter of unmanner'd zeal, 
Thou, that art impudently SURE, of heaven! 
And, cov'ring blaſphemy, behind faith's name, 
vin'it deepeſt, where, moſt, /an#ified ! — weigh, 

pauſe, 
Think — anſwer not, from cuſtom's light afſent ; 
5 But 
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But the tryd ſoul's true teſt, un- war p' d, within, 

— Is it in REVELAT1oN's aweful claim, 

That dt ſhould dare miſ-plead th' mighty 8 

WILL, 

For inſult on his JusT12E 2 FRO men paſs 

For intimates of heaven, who, thus, degrade 

Th' all-gladd'ning Lord of ALL thoſe wid'ning 
worlds — 

To one poor partial care, of one poor part, 

Of one poor corner, of one world's poor clan ? 


Our with this av'r:ce of fanatic ſcrape / 
That, pinching, to zzelf, God's nibbled grants, 
Hedg'd in th' eternal's common ! Greedily, 
Foreſtalld all power of op'ning myſtery's gate, 
For it's own pick-lock tribe — un-key'd by 

heaven. 

— Why, if enlighten'd moſt, ſhould will moſt dark 
Bid theſe few, fav'rite, hand-led, ies, of grace, 
Conceal from modeſt doubt their arts 10 know? 
— Why, if poſſeſs d of ſome eductive clue, 
That ſhews loſt diffidence rrutb's lucid ray, 
Claim they conſent, implicit! — Why ſubmits | 
Belief, to bold aſſumption ? — taſteleſs faith 

oY Diſhonours, 
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Diſhonours, where it wor/hips, Heaven diſdains 
Obedience from the blind: and every ſelt 
Were orthodox — if to believe is Pxoor. 


To me: nor let the rev'rence of my pauſe 
Offend the power that caus'd it it ſhou'd ſeem 
More impious, to DECIDE, of God, than doubt. 


Orr, when I pant for aid, to ſhake diſtruſt, 
Humbling imperious reaſon, while I bend 
With meek attention, to the calls of fazh, 
Where pious fury lends the paſtor gall : 
And what falls ſhort in proof o'erflows, in rage-- 
— While revelation, thund'ring on my ear, 
Low-rates my hearts admiſſion — help me, hea- 

ven |! . 

To check th' impaſſive fuggler's infelt hint; 
That aſks, how God's. ALMIGHTY *? ? if his WILL 
Who made this captious world, whereon we crawl 
Cou'd to the worm call'd n, be ſhewn, in vain. 
— If 'twas the maker's law — to man proclaim'd, 
By man's reſiſtleſs Gop — my trembling ſoul 
Whiſpers in ſhiv'ring horror, —Ob 'tis ftrange! 

ES | God 


— 


— — 


— — 


fy 
1 
0 


. 
ul | 
m N 
I 

1s, 
15 % 
U 


„. 
' 
"1 
1 
1 
| 1 
: 


Leave thy cav'd home behind --- and look, more 
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God will d---God Jpoke that will---yet, Man- 
proud dirt! 
Divides, diſputes, examines — * 
---Had heav'n requir'd, cou'd heav'n want force 
to cauſe ? 
Or, not requiring, why was heav'n profan'd ? 


Hum, from thy duſky hive, unreas'ning drone, 
Stretch thy tame wings --- heave thy dull ſearch 
alon 83 


wide, 

--- Seeſt thou not, every where, earth's emmet 
ſwarms, | 
Scheming their buſy mount's looſe crumbling 
hope — 

For the next cataract ſboꝛver, that ſweeps down 
all. 
duch are the toils of Maſti's, Popes, Pauwar's, 
Lhamas and Rabbis, Morabubts, Bonzees, 
All the long-labouring props, of faith's loſt boaſt; 
Fabricks of tow'ry air that fright --- and die. 


O' ER worſhips thus diſtin, have ſep'rate Gods 
Preſided? - or, beneath but ſep'rate names, 
| Did 
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Did one ſole power inſpire divided prayers, 
And ſmilingly accept em? -- Nature feels 
This queſtion : and, methinks, I hear her voice, 
Bid reaſon thus reply — If but one /ight 
Inſur'd falvation's courſe, — #un-ſocketed, 
Unlanthern'd, It had known no curtail d ſhine. 
All dark had been illumin'd; — ne'er withheld 
Juſt heaven, from more than half th' extended 
globe, 
All glimpſe of dawn, yet curs'd, the gloom he 
caus'd | 


OR, grant ſome race indulg'd with kinder ſmile, 
dy partial to the proud? Sin's haughtieſt ſons ? 
Yet heedleſs of unfolded flocks, more meek, 
More aw'd, more fimply ſerious, in faith's field; 
Anxious, in adoration's twilight gleam, 

And proſtrate, tho' neglected? — Why again ! 

In truth's appropriate wal ſelected ſeats, 

Shoots Eden's heaven-watch'd tree, for-ever 

prun'd, 

For-ever fruitleſs ? into monſtrous growths, 

Of Horn: branch'd oppoſition? If, to doubt 

Religion's lifeleſs form were to deſtroy 

The eſſence of her purpoſe, why, o'er lands, 
That 
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That boaſt high claim to ſyſtems heav'n-inſpir'd, 

Spread ſchemes, of diſf rent texture? - Each 
avow'd 

God's own injoin'd ſole path, reveal'd, to save ? 


As l 'tis man's proud heart that, idly fill'd, 
With ſelf-paid rev'rence, for deſert miſclaim'd, 
Grown impious, in imagin'd rectitude, 

Hugs his own day-dreams, idoliz'd within 
And ſtyles em REVELATION |! ---.Hence the b 
Of honeyleſs, and ſtingful waſps of zeal: 
Alike, on all ſides heard and elt on all! 


Each, charg'd, in heaven's pretence, with me- 


nace'd hell! 

Jes, Tartars, Bramins, bord'ring Ganges flood, 
Swift hords, of hot Arabia's ſwarthy ſons ; 

Far China's dateleſs race --- long Nile's old claim 
To ſuperſtition's chi. Each, heav'ns choice, 
Yet, each from each diſtin, all, ſpurn'd by all, 
Split revelation, into canton'd ſnarls : | | 
And murder, to ſhew Mercy! — damn to ſave — 


EveN theſe diviſions, ſub-dividing on, 
Break from their center, like the wind's wide 
points, 


Vet, 
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Yet, every radius right ! --- and every, wrong / 
-- All err --- but EACH, — peace be to that, alone 
The reſt, let war involve — and cn. their creeds 


WHERE art thou found, fair CuariTy ? — 

ſweet power | 

That /z/ls the ftormy ſoul |! — - ſoft Cherub's eye 

That ech /, at all this miſchief — ſee'ſt man's 
pride e _ 

Miſtaken, for his virtue ! — arguing, low, 

In the calm voice of pity's whiſp'ring God, 

The od'rous breathings of thy balmy huſh 

Fly, fcatter'd, on the winds of keen debate. 


LosT, and benighted, in this warring 11d, 
How ſhall a /igh7/e/s wand'rer find, which front 
Pears heav'n's commiſſion d amp? — and which 
| bold brow, 

Fright'ning credulity, miſcals it faith? ? 


BID MiRacLEs decide conteſted claim. 
Where are they? call aloud. — They bun to hear. 
Prudent reftraint forbids expectant prayer 
Io court renewal of old eye-fight proofs, _ 
Which deign'd in days long: oy ſtrike doubt 


dumb. = | 
Vor. IV. 0 Dead 
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Dead time's departed g, recorded, holds 
Millions of wonders done — Faith's grey ſupports 
— But, millions of pretences, too, — diffus'd 
O'er earth's contentious face, each unlike each, 
As night's dim veil, compar'd with ſun-gilt day! 
Match miracles *gainſt miracles, array'd, 
And puſh back ev'ry Angel's vain deſcent, 
Who comes, on errands hoſtile to their own, 
Where miracles try truth, no faith is falſe. 
What nameleſs, corner of the world —untouch'd 
Buy trade's far-iurrowing keel — even ſafely neu 
To the unquenchable, and ſacred hi 
Of miſſionary rapine's Holy Re — 
But boaſt believ'd deſcent of ſome kind God, 
That choſe their lov'd fore-fathers, bleſt their race, 
And taught em, for his glory? — Fill'd with truſt 
In their tranſmitted rale, th' invited gueſts 
Take place, at heaven's high table—upmyl, all. 
The white-fac'd, olive-hued, the ſably et, 
The greaſe- anointed, woolly-headed, ſhorn, 
Long hair'd, and ſhort-hair'd,- curl'd and cropt 
ELECT — 
All, fagely ſatisfied, A elſe muſt err --- 
Swol'n with inflative zeal, catch mariyr's flame, 
And die --- 70 live again --- in ſcorn of pain. 
SINCE 
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SINCE then, th' extremeſt polar tracts of faith, 
Where reaſon's one eye winks, unbeam' d for day, 
Plead MIRACLEs in proof — which none can try, 
Becauſe but heard, not ſeen — let LEARNING ſhun 
such hoary feebleneſs of paljed plea: 
Which error muſt gert — or truth diſclaim. 


Bur, of ! ſtand wide — make room, ye coarſe 
profane ! 
Ye vulgar of religion's ſuburb world ! 
Ye Goats unſhepherded ! un- fiſh'd- for als 
Un-melch'd, by myſtic union's indragg'd Net 
Of never-erring ſweep, deduc'd from heaven ! 
Room, for the PAPAL PoN TIF F's triple crown ] 


NO heretic preſumer ! — bow, convinc'd 
INFALLIBILITY unwinds her ſcroll : 
Saints, martyrs, angels, ſeventeen cent'ries down, 
Link power to power, and length'ning truth's old 
rod, 
Lend faith TRADITION's /ine—to hook mankind. 


HaiL, venerable weakneſs ! — aweful dream! 


Shade, of a ſhadow ! — thou, that blindly hop'ſt 


2 | By 
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By twice nine age's loud-concurring noiſe, 
To drown ſoft reaſon's evidence]! — yet, ſhun'ſt 
To recollect, how thrice ten cent'ries join'd 
Their vain ſupport — yet ſaw Jove's fabrick 
FALL 


PLEAaD'sT thou duration ? plead'ſt zhou breadth 
of hace? 
What art thou, but an infant's tott'ring STEP, 
Compar'd to mightier growths, now found no 
more? 
Where are the Deities of muſe-tongu'd 
GREECE ? 
Greece, from whoſe hundred ſtates, ſtrong ſcience 
flow'd : | 
And arms, and arts, in one mix'd blaze of power, 
Held out high FREEDoM's torch, to half mankind! 
Where is her Phæbus? — where her Neptune — 
Now? 


Turn thy fight Eaſward, o'er the time-huſh'd 
+ 
Now graves, of vaniſh'd empire — once, gleam d 
o'er, | 

From flames on hallow'd altar's, hail'd by hymns 
f 
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Of ſeers — AWAKENERS of the worſhip'd Sun ! 
---Aſk filent T16R1s --- bid EupyRATEs tell 
Where is the grove-crown'd Baar, to whoſe 
ſtern frown 
Bow'd haughty BABYLoN ? — Chaldea, fam'd 
For ſtar-taught ſages : Hard Pyotnicia's ſons, 
Fierce, fear-ſurmounting, curbers of the DEEP ! 
Who ftretch'd a floating ſcepter o'er the ſcas, 
And made mankind one empire ? —Where is now, 
EcverT's wide-homag'd Is1s ?--wheretheMaxs, 
That ſhook, the ſhakers of the RoMan world ? 
Where the Teutonic WopDeN ! in his name, 
Alone, {till reverenc'd, each revolving week, 
Even in fair ALBION's es --- If Ace bore 
proof, | 
Why have zheſe ſunk ? why all the lifeleſs Gods, 
. Loſt Demi-gods, long, nameleſs, countleſs, pow- 
| ers! | 
That fill'd th' adoring world, with fabled fame ? 
Are they not dead? whelm'd o'er in time's black 
tide ? 
And known, but by cortempt--to mem'ry's claim? 


How was this Poss1BLE—had noiſe been fregf? 
Of faith's extent in ſpace, with realms, for guard, 
5 3 Mellow'd 
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Mellow'd miſtake, to equity ? --- Far ſhort 

Of heaven, fall Time's perſpective ---vainly climbs 

Guile-founded God-craft. Let proud fortune ſpread 

The lye-tipt pyramid's broad covering baſe, 

Till earth groans wounded, at th' oppreſlive 
weight, 

Still, but, the wider ruins, mark its fall. 

Let him, who boaſts blind multizudes couvinc'd 

Or builds on time, for truth's imagin'd 20%, 

Aſk his unjudging raſhneſs --- what rent heart 

Of celtic DRUID, but had ſhook, more bo. d, 

Than his ſtorm-lab'ring oak---cou'd ſome pale 
ſhade, 

That ſcann'd futuriry, pointing thro' 0 

Have /hewn him his i ſulted God-head's doom ! 


Non let vain pref'rence of our own touch d 

ſenſe, 

Our cw2-/een ſurer light, our own ſafe truſt, 

Degrading antient Rubbornneſs in faith, 

O'er-rate attachment's warmth, as, cw, molt 
ſtrong. 

What aw'd allegiance, what more firm belief, 

What haughtier ſureneſs, more imprints the ſoul, 


By madern truth's new caſt of thought inſpir'd, 
Than 
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Than ſway' d the ſolemn Pagan's breaſt, of old, 
When bow'd, before his Ipors ? -- Idols, (now)— 
But (then) - - vindictive Gops, who ſhook man- 
kind. 


WHERE are faith's CERTAINTIES — if time's 
beſt boaſts, 
Sacred to arts, arms, numbers, learning --- all — 
All, fam'd, beyond fate's dread, found, all Ux- 
SURE ? | 


WureNce, then, th'imperious, poſitive, diſdain, 
That ſpurns back mode/i douòl — and damns de- 
hate? i 
Where, the foundation, of that holy ſcorn, 
Which lifts the Bigot's brow, to ſcow!/ reproach ? 
Io pity, ſects, that hurl his pity back, 
And hate him,---for his hatred ? ---If nor Tims, 


Nor NumBERs, who ſuſtain'd th' atteſted cauſe, | 


Nor MiIRACLEs, renown'd in reverend hords, 
So aweful, that no ſacrilegious mouſe 

Dare fatiate hunger on the duſt-veil'd roll, 
But dies, to leave, untouch'd, the dry record — 
It evidence, like 7heſe, falls ſhort of proof, 


Q 4 Where 
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Where, in what dark domain, of thought's deep 
mage, | 

Shall reaſon---through doubt's crooked windings 
drawn, 

Find truth's white face, -ſpotted? --- Think: 
and tell. 


Wr, if we ſeek her, in man's MoRAL walks? 
Judge her by Lirz's try'd practice]! — what, 
more juſt, 
Than to conclude, the Saint's uncenſur'd deed; 
Lend ſanction, to his do&7 ne ?---Here, methinks, 
Truth loves to chuſe her 7%. Yet, here, (again) 
We wander — into new defect of plea, 
That proves 760 much---or nothing.---Cou'd Loot 
ife 
Infer FALSE faub, --- how ſtain'd even Chriſtian 
zeal ! 
Where avarice, and revenge, and pride's big 
bloat, | 
Taught guilt's blecd-colur'd hat to hint church 
OPLEEN : 
V hence, murders, robb'ries, treach'ries, perj'ries, 
riſe, | 
Like taints effluvient from infectious fens, 


Dj: 
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Diſpeopling, in their progreſs ! — un-atone'd, 
Till death-bed ſanctity abſolves remorſe, 
y ſcar'd conformity, to faith's flat modes — 
To mockries of belief — and rotes of prayer 


SINCE then, BAD fe, muſt leave no ſtain on 
faith, 
Try, if life's PurITY refines coarſe creeds ? 
Try, if the good man's virtues church his claim? 
No If they cou'd — then pole from pole but 
bounds 
Th' extenſive, true- nam'd, CHURCH': s general 
pale. 
Dreadful indeed were (then) th' excluder”s power ! 
Then --- excommunication's reachful hand 
Had puſh'd off exiles, to new worlds --- ere dead ! 
For, this had, all, been CHURcH -- one truth's 
known claim : 
Turks, Jews, wild Ar RA's Wa e — India's. 
Mops, 
Who pine, in pang-ful ab/tinence from ſin, 
And ſhudder, but, to cruſh the frodden fly : 
Auſtralia's art-untaſting ſolitudes, | 
Where all ambition's wealth is eaſe from care; 
And hope's confumptive diet ſtarves defire : 
Columbina 8 
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With each proud vortex THREAT'NING — all, to 
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Columbia's many-peopled bow'ry grove 8, 

Fanning, in feath'ry pomp, her tawny tribes, 

From the ſun's down-driv'n ray: — Cold Zembla's 
cots, 

Of fiſh-fed ſhiv ers, furr'd in ſhaggy mail, 

Trampling the ice-bound ocean, whiten'd o'er 


With endleſs /rows, to ſpoil the ſpoilful Bear: 


All, among THESE, who love not vice, draw claim, 


From L1ves, of ſimpleſt ſanctity — to beaven : 
And multiply th' ele? --- were virtue faith. 


PAUSE here, encompaſs d foul. Look round, 
reflect. 


Engulph'd and central to this whirl of tides, 


ſhun 


Seems fafer, than truſt either. Hark ! they roar. 
Look, with what rage they whiten | | --- All foam 


ure: 


All climb, to drown each 3 None recede : 
None conquer. Univerſal uproar reigns --- 
And faith's a FIGHTING CHAOS — Is is truth? 
This, revelation's word, diſclos'd by heaven. 
Boldly, refuſe conſent — It cannot Ce. 


| WHAT, 
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WHAT, then, muſt be BELIEV'D? --- Believe 
God KIND | 

To fear, were to offend him. Fill thy heart 

With his elt laws: and act the good he /oves. 

Rev'rence his power. Judge him, but, by his 
200 E 

Know him, but in his mercies. Rev'rence, too, 

The moſt iſtalen ſchemes, that mean his praiſe. 

Rev'rencehisPR1EsTs---for, every prieſt is H1s,— 

Who finds him, in his conſcience — by what name 

So-ere diſtinguiſh'd---howſo-ere miſdrawn, 

They deviouſly believe What, tho' they preach 

Perdition to the mod rate Truth dares owe 

Reſpeci, to ERROR: if its end is grace, 

And aims at reformation, Mindful, yet, 

Mien are but men. Where moſt thou truſt'ſt --+ 
beware, 

Stretch not eſteem, to homage, Be, nor /lave, 

Nor cenſurer: but, hear ſtrong Rx AsOx's voice, 

Tongu'd, by the power who /cves it. And, ſince 
THAT | 

Crys LiBERTY, too loud for l to drown; 

Free thy chain'd thought, from fears unworthy 


Gon, 
And 
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And know him for HIMSELF --- Were one prim 
form, 

One forc'd identity, the maker's wiſh, 

Ne'er had that wiſh prov'd fruſtrate. Dare not 
doubt 

But he, whoſe will was power---whoſe wiſh com- 


pels, | 
Had moulded all, to that one form, he lov'd. 


' Loves he not UniTy ? He does.---But, know, 
The unity, God loves, is lodg'd in MIND. 
"Tis the heart's conſcious glow --- that beats to 
thank, | 
Not ſcrutinize, his bounty. Tis the chain, 
That links INTENT1oN --- in one warmth of 
1 ee | 
Not binds to one forc'd ac, of outward Foxx. 


Trvs thinking --- thou wilt feel the Godhead, 
right : 
Uncloſing, in a houſe of jointed ſtone, 
Him --- in whoſe temple twenty thouſand Suxs 
Serve but as /amps---and all their /fangly WoRLDs 
From foot/teps to his altar Tls, believe: 


And 
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And dread no vengeance, on miſtaken man, 

Unadequate, to man's brief power in fin, 

Offending grain, of animated du 

'Gainſt HIM, beneath whoſe ſmile the STARS 
catch fire ! 


FiLL'D with ideas, thus becoming heaven, 
Pity the hag-ridd'n quiv rer, who contracts 
Io ſuperſtition's gloom, religion's y, 
And humbles adoration into dread. 
Who, eke-ing his inch'd meaſure, from within, 
Peeps thro' his narrow ſoul's dim /oop-hole wink, 
And inſolently, by his own ſcale, takes 
The altitude of Hzaven. But, if, compell'd 
To lend thy patient ear,— and preſs'd too hard, 
By ſelf-ſufficiency of teazing faith, | 
— That — nothing knowing, — will be fure of 
all --- 


Hear, with dumb ſmile: and, — d, why rea- 
ſon's range 

Acquits diſſention --= teach thy judging Eye 

To read God's anſwer, in his works for man: 


Where do Tuxv tell thee, SAMENESS was his 
choice ? 


Jlow 
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How various are his creatures! various, all, 
His animal, his vegetable, tribes: | 
Earth's, air's, wide ocean's products all, un-liþe, 
In qualities, forms, colours, di rent, all. 

--- Tread but th' enamell' d ME ap - — or, o er 
yon F1ELDs, 

Twixt the wind waving Corn, indent thy way, 

Or, partial to the GARDEN'S painted proofs, 

Lend there, thy firſt, pleas'd noting - — Snuff this 
air: 

How numberleſs the ſcents, yet each diſtin, 
Of every trees known bloom! — Lean o'er theſe 
flow' rs - — 2725 

Lowlieſt, yet lovelieſt Excellence, depreſs d! 
Worth trod on by deſpiſers! ſhort-liv'd ſweets! 
How oppoſitely ſoft, the ſtreak-touch'd ſhades, 
That ringe their fragrant families !--- Turn ſhort, 
From pity due, to life ſo lov'd, ſo brief! 
Wiſh' d long, by ev'ry hort ner ! Now, look out, 
On yon fair op ning p/ain — There herb meets 
herb, 
All green. yet none reſembling ! Shades, leſs deep, 
Touch lights, more ſoft ning: feaſtful to the <A 
T hat 
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That dwells, on their diſtinctions --- Still, new 
glows | 
. Diverſify the verdure's fluid 1 

And dance, delightful, to the breezy bend ! 


NexT up this ſteepy ſbelve, aſcending flow, 

Win we the DOWN's high top --- whoſe carpet 
mound 

Ends at the jutting CL Ir, that ſhades the ſhear, 

Hence, to the wing-divided azr, extend 

Survey's charm'd outlet --- O'er this upper ſea, 

Where meditation founders, flights immenſe 

Croſs-cut the winnow'd ther. Black, white, 
grey, 

Red, blue, brown, golden, verdant, motley- ſtain'd: 

Diſtant in /2e, as colours ! --- Mongſt em all, 

None looks, nor calls, like other. No ſweet bird, 

That beats the pathleſs void, but pours new notes, 

Diſtinct, ſrom every plumey rival's ſong. 


SToP thy endanger'd foot. Recal the range 
Ot thy recovering eye --- bend o'er the brow 
Of this touch'd precipice: and, hence, look down, 
Where the broad ſea, ſcarce heard, rolls murmur- 

ing, in. 35160 
Ponder 
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Ponder the DER P's dumb legions --- Infinite 

Their numbers! ſtill more infinite, their ſhapes, 

Bulks, movements! - Swift, ſlow, timid, fierce, 
horn'd, barb'd, 


_ Coatleſs, finn'd, ſcaly, ſhell'd, wing'd, motionleſs: 


All a:f*ring --- till immenſity grows Fir'd, 

To note their changeful natures ! --- Can it be, 

That he, who fill'd each crowded element, 

With unreſembling ſons of endleſs change --- 

Peopled each puny drop, with varied lates --- 

Each leaf, with new-ſhap'd nations, too minute 

To dread ambition's ravage -- veil'd each path 

To heaven's blue lawns, with clouds, that „it 
each hour. 

Form, texture, hue --- to ſuit their peinbel glow 


To man's undazzled gaze --- atemp'ring lights, 


That teach the ſun's too fervid beam to break 
In coloury rays, and touch the ſight, more /afe ! 
Can it be poſſible that He, -- pleas'd power 
Who o'er Creation's glebe, ſow'd ſeeds of change, 
Shou'd, but from Unity', Bald harveſt, reap | 
And burn, -- for 7ares--thoſe beauteous growths, 
1 | 
To ſmile ſuch ld variety] --- Twere SIN --- 
Twere blſphemouſly blind-- to dream ſuch wrong. 
No-- 
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No- -Let me, fill'd with awe, think fear a fault. 

Fear but affronts the Gor, I'm born, to love. 

I am, but by his pity: and want weight 

To ju/tify his anger, — If I err 

Gainſt in- lodg d impulſe, by his goodneſs lent, 

To guide man's choice to virtue, ſome ſure fate, 

From /ſuff rings adequate, muſt puNisn guilt. 

But what, where, how --- he, who decreed, can 
ll. 

--- If, by mtake, on life's blind rocks I ſplit, 

By no /afe Pilot pointed out, to ſhun, 

There --- erring weakneſs meets avordleſs fin : 

And needs no pardon : for it MEANT no wrong. 


DousT all faiths, boldly, then, undoubting 
God, et rc 

Appendant to no pride, mis-rob'd like zeal, 
Hope all men bleſs'd alike --- and injure none. 
Grateful, TIl trace the fainter lights I find, 
Un-envying other's blazing : --- humbly, own 
My aw'd conviction, of man's reachleſs power 
To pierce omnipotence --- and know it, near. 
Let me, with diſtant rev'rence, pond' ring, dumb, 
Dread arrogant deciſion ; perſecute _ 

Vol. IV, Sp No 
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No fancied hereſy --- but, cloſing, calm, 
Opinion's dazzled eye, bow darkly down, 
And hail th unfathom'd vaſineſs | Thro' the duſk 
Thought fails to penetrate, revere what is --- 
Undaring to deſcribe it. Let no pomp 
Of poſitive preſumption ſwell my ſoul, 
To ſelf-preferring ſcorn, of alien creeds, 


Uncertain, in my own : Vet fure, of this, 
That virtue CANNOT err, but judgment MAY, 


PEACEFULLY patient, let me travel out 
Life's unoffending journey. Mark, well-pleas'd, 
New proſpects, manners, taſtes, beliefs, chang'd 

modes, ; 
New ſyſtems --- Every view, that fdes my way, 
 Unprejudic'd to any: till --- at laſt 
Death opening truth's barr'd gate, tis time, to ſee 
God's meanings g in the light, his preſence lends. 


SAREPH 
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S A REH and HAM AR: An Epiſode. 
From a PoE M calld GIDEON. 


OASH from Ophra now was come, diſpatch'd 
by GiDEoN's care, 
Attended by the lately pardon'd ten ; 
Theſe in the ſhorteſt roads, experienc'd were, 
All grateful, brave, and dext'rous men : 
But chiefly PruRAn had a ſoul too ſtrong 
For fortune's adverſe weight toſtrain, or bend: 
Though low his lot, his mind cou'd upward 
tend : | 
He, much inur'd to grievous wrong, 
Had mark'd, that intereſt was mens common 
end; 3 
And ſince his former happier life, ſuch miſery did 
attend, 

He little hop'd his woes wou'd make a friend: 

But when by Gipgox's noble pity fav'd, 
He look'd more nearly thro' the hero's breaſt : 
No more he mourn'd, that he was once en- 
flav'd, 3 
R 2 | But 
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But the delightful miſery bleſt; 
Which, thro' the r of human kind, thus led 
him to the beſt ; 

And burnt, impatient, with a gen'rous aim, 


To ſerve his glorious lord's deſigns, and his high 


worth proclaim ; 
Well mounted, and well arm'd, a truſty guide; 
He follow'd Joasn, with a choſen train ; 
Who ſlow deſcending rough Bethulia's fide, 
Saw Midian's marching hoſt o br oy the 
plain : | 
And keeping near, had well obſerv'd the way, 
Till now encamp'd on Rama's hills they lay. 
Joaſb, unwilling to advance more nigh, 
*Till he had weigh'd their aim, the following 
day; 
Reſolv'd that night beneath his tent to lie, 
On a declining ſpot, which charm'd his eye; 
And ſloping to the river's edge, was by a foreſt 
crown'd : 
Half wilderneſs, half garden, widely ſweet, 
Where ſelf-ſown roſe-trees ſhade the well- 
' ſwarth'd ground, 


And o'er the fragrant tops, thick-arching meet 
4 Wild 
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Wild Orange trees, whoſe flow'ry breath perfumes 
the breezes round, 
Charms, which at once cou'd all the ſenſes greet, 
And did in unbought ſtore for each, with boun- 
teous care abound, 
Low, on the river's graſſy brink, he ſees 
A meadow, ſhelter'd round with branchy trees; 
His mules and camels, there, he turn'd to graze, 
While highcr in the grove he ſtays, 
Beneath the canopy to paſs the night; 
Where the highway, near bord'ring, reach'd 
his fight ; 

Refreſh'd by ſleep, he roſe ſerene and gay, 
And walk'd abroad to ſee the breaking day, 
With dawning luſtre, thro' the boughs, in trem- 

bling ſallies play. 
Where-e'er he paſs'd, the golden fruit hung low 
And dancing, wanton, bow'd to court his hand, 
Proud of the native charms they had to ſhow ; 
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While, from above, the ſweet wind- wafted 14 
flow'rs, g 

Rain'd on his ſilver hairs, in milk-white | | 
ſhow'rs; i 

Modeſt, the bluſhing roſe· trees round him, 1 
ſtand, 
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And, rudely ſhook, weep tears of pearly dew : 
And to his ſmell ſend ſoft complaints, and ſcent 
the foreſt through. 


Now, thro' the grove, the thirſty Sun did his hot 
face diſcloſe, 
And drank the ſteamy nectar, as it roſe ; 
When Joaſb, looking out upon the plain, 
Beheld a comely youth approach the grove; 
Weary he ſeem'd to walk, and full of pain, 
As if againſt ſome inward woe he ſtrove; 
Cloſe after him an ill-ſhap'd aſs he led, 
Whereon ſate penſive, as in deep diſtreſs, 
A lovely woman, with declining head. 
Rich in her charms, but careleſs in her dreſs; 
Often the youth look'd back with am'rous air, 
And mix'd much tenderneſs with conſtant care, 
Curious, and wond'ring what this pair ſhou'd be, | 
Joaſb ſate low, againſt a bending tree, 
Whence, 'twixt the buſhes, he unſeen cou'd ſee. 
When they thecloſeand ſheltry umbrage gain'd, 
Soft in his arms, the youth his fair companion took, 
Proud of the burthen, his glad graſp obtain' d, 
And with flow ſtep, and love directed look, 
Choſe 


ORIGINAL POEMS. 247 
Choſe a well-ſwarth'd and ſhady ſpot, and having 
plac'd her there, 
gate down himſelf, and ſeiz'd her hand, and figh'd 
with filent care. 
Long on his face, with bluſhful innocence, 
And unſpoke meanings fill'd, the fix'd her eyes, 
At laſt, with all love's natural eloquence, 
Thus her ſoftſoul, her trembling tongue ſupplies: 


OSAREPH! how capricious is our fate ! 
Sure, I was doom'd to mis'ry from my birth ; 
While I was blind, and wou'd not know thy 
worth, 
Then I had power to give it a reward ; 
But now, when thou haſt won my whole re- 
card, 
When fick with ſhame, I ſee how much I owe. 
And wou'd with joyful gratitude-beſtow ; 
find myſelf diſtreſs'd and poor and lot in 
wilds of woe: 
Why wilt thou ſhare in my afflicted ſtate, 
And by partaking give my griefs new weight ? 
Leave me, too gen'rous youth! to bear ill fate 
alone; 
Let pains to- come, paſt pride atone ; 


R 4 -: Why 
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Why, Sarepb, ſhou'dſt thou die for me, 
Who thought it hard to live for thee ? 
Alas! how hopeleſs thus unknown to roam! 
What can we meet abroad but miſery, 
Who found no friends at Home? 
Wide is the world, my Sareph, and but few 
To pity the unhappy are inclin'd; 
Vaſt is the ſorrow, we muſt travel through, 
And ſmall the ſpeck of hope we go to find : 
Oh ! 'tis too hard to fall from health and fame, 
To pinching hunger, and to pining ſhame : 
Why live we longer then, ſince life is curſt? 
The beggar's lot is bitt'rer, than the grave. 
Miſery's too patient, when ſhe waits the worſt; 
By death, at once, the wretched and the brave 
May mend their fortune, and their honour fave : 
More ſhe had ſaid, but rifing grief her breaking 
voice oppreſt 
__ A-while, with ſpeaking tears, ſhe look d the reſt: 


Then figh'd, and with declining head fell ſoft 
againſt his breaſt, 


ChARMu- cover'd Hamar, the ſad youth reply'd, 
And half his mantle o'er her gently threw ; 


Unus d 
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Unusꝰ d to want, nor yet in miſery try d, 
Reſt, now, in ſafety, by my guardful ſide: 


Faint with thy toils, and damp and cold, with 


night's deſcending dew, 
Sleep will refreſh thee, and thou then may'ſt 
gag: 
Courage reſtor'd, revive thy waking mind: 
That heav'n, which help'd thee to eſcape thy 
foes, | 
Well thy wond'rous virtue knows. 
And will purſue thee with reward, where-e' er 
thy beauty goes. 
Nor fear, that, being rangers, and unknown, 


We wander, hopeleſs, o'er the world s wide 
breaſt; 


Alas ! what country can we call our own, 
Who have at home been thus oppreſt ? 
Pity to foreign woe is ſooneſt ſhown, 
| While fear, or envy, always robs domeſtic worth 
of reſt : 
To flouriſh is the way to be diſtreſt ; 
And ſafe obſcurity lives {till moſt bleſt. 
Want's heavy hand ſhall never drag thee down, 
While I have life to laviſh for thy ſake : 


Fear nothing, let ſtorm-gath'ring fortune frown, 


For 
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For ever, thus, thy reſt in ſafety take, | 
And on my ſhoulders Jet the tempeſt break. 


Ev'N while he ſpoke, ſwift to the grove there 

came | 

Four ſtraggling plund'rers, who, from Midiay' 
hoſt 

Stole out by night, with predatory aim, 

To rob and murder on this peopled coaſt. 

Theſe had, at diſtance, watch'd the mournful 

pair, | 


And, following to the ſhade, ſurpriz'd them there. 


Sareph, reſiſting, was © erpower'd, and all the 


four agree, 

That bound upright againſt a tree, 
Pierc'd by their arrows he diſpatch'd ſhou d be: 
And now with bloody ſpeed, and fierce intent, 

Their fteely bows ſtood ſtrongly bent; 
The levell'd ſhafts were pointed from the eye, 
And the ftrings ruggled with defire to fly: 
Hamar, beyond deſcription, ſtunn'd with woe, 
Kneel'd, trembling, dumb, unfit for pray'r or 

flight; 
She felt herſelf a ſtif ning ſtatue grow, 
Nor knew ſhe liv'd, but by the curſe of /ight. 
Sareph 
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Sarepb, with ſw elling indignation choak'd, 
Sometimes heav'n's help, ſometimes the four 
invok'd, 


Then, with mad ſtartsof heat, their rage provok d; 


Now torn with pity, now with grief, conyuls' d, 
he rolls his eye, | 


Now looks on Hamar with deſpair, now hopeful 
on the ſky ; 

Then ſtamps, and weeps, and ſtrains his bids 
and wiſhes but to die. 


JosT in the fatal point, one foldier thus, 
With lifted hand his fellows purpoſe ſtaid : 
What will this ſtranger's death advantage us ? 
For life perhaps a ranſom may be paid : 


If not — to kill him, will our bliſs vn this fair 


prize deſtroy, 

Make her diſtaſteful, ſad, id coy ; 

And blaſt the very ſpirit of our joy. 
But for his life ſhe may, with willing arms, 
Reward us with the fulneſs of her charms. 
Whoſe ſhe ſhall be, by lot may ſoon be try'd ; 

Chance will impartially decide. 

Brothers, reply'd another, 'twere a ſhame; 
Shou'd lots determine in a ſoldier's claim: 


Wik 


1 2 2 * Ss i. — * WP; 
wax © - A co by * 
r 


— 


* $ ” 1 3 + 
— ä 


q 
"v4 
1 
N 12 
i 4 
— 
1 
4” 
1 
. 
* 
* 
95 
* 
yl 
* 
N 
10 
1 
0 
g 4 
1 A 
* 15 
ly 


=. ” 
» — 4 
- 3 — * 5 5 
x. a; l 


252 ORIGINAL Por us. 
With that he hurl'd a jav'lin from his hand, 
And pierc'd the trunk of a diſtinguiſh'd tree: 
Now let us all, ſaid he, at diſtance ſtand, 
And he, whoſe arrow, hither ſhot _ near 
this mark ſhall be, | 
His be the claim, and the poſſeſſor he. 
The reſt, with joint applauſe, conſent declare, 
And backward far, their ſtation chuſe, and their 
beſt ſhafts prepare. 
Thus they, ſuſpicious of no danger near, 
While Joab ſoftly left his buſhy feat, 
And ran, with pity touch'd, his men to meet: 
Soon he diſcern'd them, and with earneſt cry, 
Sent his ſwift ſummons to their willing ear; 
They with a loud and general ſhout reply: 
The Median archers hear the noiſe, and quit 
their prize and fly. 


Joaſb with cautious foreſi ght, check d the haſte, 
With which his ruſhin 8 guard purſu'd their 


flight: 
On the grove's border, cloſely rang'd, a trufly 
file he plac'd ; 


Defenſive there, to watch v with reachful ſight: 
Then 
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Then to Sareph drawing nigh, 
And viewing the tranſported youth with a joy- 
ſprinkling eye, 5 
From the fleſh-furrowing cords his arms he 
frees, | 
Who grateful bends with rapt'rous whales and 
claſps his feeble knees. 

Hamar, mean-while, ſunk ſpiritleſs away, 
And ſtretch'd upon the verdant ſurface lay; 
Unable paſſion's wild extremes, with temper to 

ſuſtain ; 
Exceſs of joy upon exceſs of grief, 
Drove back a tide of ſtrong reſiſting pain, 
And overwhelm'd her with too fierce relief : 
But Sareph kneeling earneſt by her ſide, 
Hung over her withove's officious care; 
A. thouſand ſoft and tender arts he try'd, 
A thouſand times invok'd * W 
fair. | 
Waking at laſt, to love and life, amidſt a warm 
embrace, 
Her op'ning eyes flaſh'd ſudden on his face; 
Thenround hisneck her eager arms ſhethrew ; 
Unguarded nature, thus ſurpriz d, gave way; 
Recov'ring * no nice diſguiſes knew, 
Paſſion, 


2514. Orr1Gcinar PoEM s. 
Paſſion, unfetter'd by reſerve, did its full force 
diſplay, 
And extaſy did modeſty betray. 
On either fide ſupported, flow ſhe went, 
Guided by Joaſb, to his diſtant tent; 
There, ſoft reclining, ſought a ſhort repoſe, 
Her ſcatter'd ſpirits to compoſe : 
While Joab, curious to enquire, 
What ſad occaſion plung'd them in their woe, 
Addreſs'd the youth, with mild deſire, 
The ſtory of their mournful loves to know. 
Sareph comply'd with the approv'd requeſt, 
And in theſe words, with mingled fighs, his 
wond'rous tale expreſt. 


Tyre, fam'd for golden ſplendor o'er the caſt, 
Gave birth to Refem of a fair deſcent ; 
But who, by honeſt induſtry, his wealth ſo much 
increas'd, 
That he. in fortune's race, all others — 
Let was 1 not more bleſt, than innocent: 
Rare were his virtues, and his ſoul as far excel d 
the reſt, 
As did his wealth — He was at once the richeſt, 
and the beſt. 
None 
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None from his friendly door were empty ſent, 
He us'd his heaps, but as a treaſure ent, 
To be diſpos'd for others good, and not in pride 
miſpent. | 
He was the common father of th' op preſt; 
To him, twas merit but to be diftreft: 
My ſelf became an early proof, how pity ſway'd 
his heart, 
In helpleſs infancy an orphan left, 
At once of parents and of food bereft, 
Rekem, that beſt of men, aſſum'd a father's part, 
Say'd me from want's ſoul-pinching ſmart, 
Andwithagen'rous care, and lib'ral hand ſupply'd 
What my own lot, leſs happy, had deny'd. 
This lovely Hamar, here, but now enſlav'd, 
This fainting charmer, whoſe dear life your time- 
ly ſuccour fav'd, 
Was the good Rekem's lov'd, and only child; 
So ſoft her nature, and fo ſweetly mild, 


That upon all the world, but me, ſhe ſmit'd : 


With bold, but fruitleſs paſſion fir'd, long time 1 
ſtrove in vain, 
The wiſh'd reward of lovers ſighs to gain, 
But ſhe, who wept at others woes, took pleaſure 


in my pain. 
Rehem's 
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Rekem's ſuperior wealth, and virtue too, 

On his juſt aims, the grievous weight of general 

envy drew: 

Out ſhining all, he ſtirr'd up all men's hate, 

And ſtood a mark for the diſtruſtful ſtate, 

They fear'd his virtues, and his wealth they 

ſought, 

And ſecret means, to work his ruin, wrought : 

But long their willing malice watch'd in vain, 

His life, unſully's, white and pure, dſdos'd no 

ſingle ſtain, 

Till fortune pointed out at laſt, a blind, but fatal 

Way, 

At once her former bleſſings to betray, 
And to the hungry graſp of power gave up the 

long-wiſh'd prey. 

Scarce paſt a month, ſince from the Midian 

hoſt, 1 

Which now o'er-conquer'd ral waſteful ſways, 

Zalmunna ſent two captains to our coaſt, 
To mark our ſtrength, and well obſerve our 

Ways : 

Theſe to Tyre, with vent'rous aim, 

Perhaps, not uninvited came; 
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But while the city they with care ſurvey'd, 
They found themſelves by ſome ill chance 
betray'd : 

The houſe, they lay in, was beſet by night, 
And one was ſeiz d, and one eſcap'd by flight: 
The cautious ſtate hence took alarm, 

And ſtrait reſolv d, defenſively, to arm: 
Maliciouſly inquiſitive they find, 

That Rekem once, by public fame deceiv'd, 
To ſtrangers converſe ever much inclin'd 
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Had the two ſpies, as travellers, receiv d ; 
And feaſted them with hoſpitable care, 
Tho'tleſs, alas! how dang'rous gueſtsthey were. 
Vain was the juſt defence his virtue made, 
They ſeiz'd his wealth, and on his ruin prey'd; 
And as by nature men, who once have 1 injur'd us 
before, ; 
Seek their own ſafety from new wrongs, and ſtill 
oppreſs us more; 
So with a blind, and barb'rous 3 
They the good Rekem ev'n to death purſu'd ; 
Dreſs'd rapine in her ſolemn form, and publicly 
decreed, 
That on the morning, which enſu'd, 
Beheaded in the market- place he ſhould for trea- 
ſon bleed. 55 
Vor. IV. 8 But 
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But when to Hamar's ear this news was brought, 
Who can deſcribe the ſad effects it wrought? 

Imagination may perhaps conceive her dreadful 

ſtate, 

But 'twas a miſery of too much weight, 
| Too ſharp, too mighty to relate 
Long was her ſad, her earneſt pray'r deny'd, 
To ſee her tender father, e er he dy'd: 
At laſt, the mournful favour ſhe obtain'd, 
And 'twixt two weeping maids ſupported went; 
Far in the night together they remain'd, 

And the dark hours in mutual mis'ry ſpent, 
Twixt loud complaints, and filent tears, and 
wild aſtoniſhment, 

When Hamar's pious hope, by heav'n advis d, 
Wiſely contriv'd her father's wiſh'd eſcape ; ; 
In her looſe robes his body ſhe diſguis'd, 

And cover'd with her flowing vez! his grief. dil 

order'd ſhape; 


Then ſeeming weak with woe, and drown'd 
in tears, 

The good old man with artful wy; and bent and 
cover'd head, | 

Safe * ewixt the faithful maids was from the pr 


fon led: 
| While 
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While Hamar in his dreſs half dead with 
fears, 
Remain'd the hoſtage of his flight, and ſaviour 
of his years. 


Heaven knows what path the hapleſs Rekem 
choſe, © 


But he has fince been vainly ſought by his blood- 


thirſty foes ; 
Mean while, in conncil the grave chiefs of tate 
Weigh the ſurpriſing deed with warm debate ; 
Some, but, alas! how few! with generous heat, 
Applaud the filial piety, and her diſcharge entreat, 
But far leſs juſt the general voice agreed, 
That, fince regardleſs of the laws ſhe had her 
father freed, 
She ſhould again diſcover him, or in his place 
ſhould bleed. . 
This ſhe, tho' not expecting, TING met, 
And ſent for me her laſt long leave to take, 
Sareph, ſaid ſhe, I die without regret, 
Since my. dear father has eſcap'd their net ; 
Nor would I wiſh to live, but for thy ſake : 
Long thy love hath faithful been, 
But thy great merit was too lately ſeen: 
S2 A worth 
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A worth, like thine, in ſuch an impious age, 
Might hearts leſs ſenſible than mine engage: 
But fate denies me now all power of choice, 
And all, that I can give thee, is my voice: 
Were I to live, my life henceforth were thine, 
Now death requires me, and 'tis vain ignobly to 
repine. | 
By chance this jewel, rich in price, remains, 
Sav'd from the general wreck, and ſecret kept, 
Take it, faid ſhe, *twill eaſe your life from 
want's voracious pains ; 
Perhaps your ſearch (and there ſhe wept) 
May once again my now loſt father find; 
"Twill ſomewhat comfort his afflicted mind, 
In his diſtreſs to fee you kind. 
And even the little is may give to ſhare, 
The gratitude of you his friend, and his dead 
daughter's care. 
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I Tok the jewel, and v'erwhelm'd with grief, 
Scarce found the pow'r theſe words to fay: 
Hamar, fear nothing, heaven's thy friend and 
owes thee ſure relief. 
So ſaying, turn'd, and ſhot with ſpeed away, 
For in that point of time, Cc. 
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— Tux pair departed; and with buſy mind 
Wiſe Joaſb thro' the grove reflecting ſtray'd, 
Fill'd with ideas of God's power and goodneſs 

unconfin'd, 
In each event diſcern! d to act, in every place 
diſplay d: 
If downward on the earth he bent his eye, 
The party-colour'd ſurface gaily dreſs'd, 
Grateful, her ſcented off 'rings breath'd to the 
dew-ſhedding ſky, e 
And heaven's indulgent hand confeſs'd. 
If he lookt upward to the realms of light, 
The glowing ſun blaz'd copious to his fight ; 


Illuſtrious proof of power immenſe, and eſſence 
vaſtly bright, 


That firſt cou'd light up day's broad lamp, and 


guide the eyeleſs night ! 
If he the proſpe& round him view'd, 
A vegetable nation widely ſpread, 
With long, but humbler life endu'd, 


Were in their ſeaſons, by God 5 will, with genial 
moiſture fed, 
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The lowing herds in nature's lux'ry roll'd, 
Wallowing in verdant beds of ſpringing graſs, 


Air-failing birds, with broad-ſpread wings in 


ſtreams their flight behold, 
And ſtooping wanton to the liquid glaſs, 
With half dip'd pinions {kim the floods, and ſip 
'em, as they pals. 
In theſe, and in all objects, he cou'd ſpy, 
Or with his groſs, or intellectual eye; 
The formful hand of God, diſtinctly read, 


Amaz'd his thoughts, and o'er his ſoul a re- 
verend horror ſpread, 


Bur while thus nobly he employ'd his mind, 
Surrounding ſhouts ſwell'd circling inthe wind; 
The grove, on every fide, reſounded with 
alarms 1 
f mingled voices, crackling boughs, thick ſteps, 
and clatt'ring arms, &c. 


' The 
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The JupGEMENT-Day : A Poem. 


J. 


| OVER no more, my SEP oer idle 
H themes, 
Sliding ſhadows ! ſlipp'ry dreams 
By heaven's high call, from human byas freed, 
Imagination climbs with dreadful ſpeed ! 
Unfetter'd, from earth's humble heights, I riſe, 
And ſtretch ſublime, a dang'rous flight, which 
none, untrembling, tries. 
Tremendous maker ! arm my aking eyes; 
Aid and ſupport, O God! my failing power, 


fies! 
Fearleſs, to flem deſtruction's driving ſhower |! 


And fafe, 'twixt burning worlds, ambitious 
Tober, l 

O! let my hot, my ſtruggling boſom glow, 

Swol'n by a burſting flood of bright defire : 


'Till the aſtoniſh'd ſoul 1s taught, n, ting 


dread to knaw, 


84 How 


Teach my bold thought to wing the blazin g 
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How groaning nature ſhall, diſſolv'd expire, 
And tumbling orbs, with orbs involv'd, flow 
looſe, in ſeas of fire. | 
How this S%e void's immenſe, and concave 
frame ; 
Spangled with ſtarry worlds, to pieces broke, 
Shall feel heaven, round it, /hrivel from the 
flame, 
And melted ſuns, from diſtant ſpheres, pour, liquid, 
through the ſmoke. 
II. 
Now, now, on fancy's faily. wings, I rife, 
Aw'd, and confounded ! thro' wes wilds of 
air 
Millions of opening wonders ſtrike my eyes, 
And reaſon's finite view is dazzled here 
Globes behind globes, annumber d, hence appear! 
The twinkling fars, that, from yon earth re- 
mote, 
Seem heaven - ſet gems, and ſcatter'd ſeeds of da;, 
Here, wid'ning into flaming worlds, midſt ſeas 
of Ather flote, | 
And, o'er blue kingdoms, hold a fiery ſway ! 


In 


ORIGINAL Po EMS. 2265 


In diſtant Orbits, round each reigning ar, 
Huge earths and moons, their circly homage pay: 
Millions of countleſs miles are loſt between, 
And ſick' ning thought grows tir'd to ſtretch ſo 
far! ED 
How vaſt the concave ſpheres, which, hence, 
are ſeen! 
Th' enormous vaults, with wheeling worlds 
glow round! 
Rolling, ſublime, they ſlide oblique, yet none their 
paths confound | | 
A thouſand bright croſ- currents cauſe no jarrs, 
Nor one the others progreſs barrs; 
Wide, round their central worlds of fire, their 
various 70urs they make; 
Yet no proud planet dares his line forſake, 
Partial, an intercepted ray to break: 


They take, and lend, by turns, the ſtreaming 
light, 


And, ſilent, form, in ſolemn round, alternate day 


and night, 
Vet, beauteous, as this heavenly fabrick ſhines, 


An hour ſhall come, when it muſt all decay; 


When ſtarting man, from midnight ſleep, ſhall ſee 
th' incumbent Agnus, 


That time is fcb, and nature melts away, 
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III. 


HARRK! the di ſſolving trumpet roars ! thunders 

o'er thunders roll! 

A trembling angel ſounds th” eternal call! 
The unbounded notes whirl higher and bigher, 
and rend my ſhiv'ring ſoul ! 

Echoing from world to world, they burſts” er all: 

And gatherin g horrors, cold as death, in ſhow ry 

ſhadows fall; 

The conſcious planets fart to hear the found, 

And, from their orbits, bound ; 

Now, void of motion, and depriv'd of force, 

-.*Th' arreſted ſyſtems ſtop, at once, their courſe! 

The languid orbs, grown dim, their ſhine 

 with-hold, 

And night creeps o'er them, in a deadly old: 
The guardian angels hear the alarming blaſt, 
And, from their ſeveral ſtations, wing their 
kg 
Upward, in glittering crouds, they tower, in 

haſte, 
And, looking back, figh ſad, and feel the day ! 


il [1 
144 
by 1 
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Thin troops of naked ghoſts, long ſtript of clay, 
That, wand'ring brit the ſpheres, admiring 
gaz'd, | 
Start, in looſe ſhoals, a plide, — miſts, 
away 3 
Gathering above, expe&iog and amaz'd | 
Again, th' intolerable found I hear! 
The dreadful ſummons fears my deafen d ear 
The trembling air, unbracing, lets me fall; 
O! fave me, heaven! I fink apace, to yon be- 
n ball? © 


IV. 
HaiL ! doom'd dominions ! hail ! my native 
clay! SN | < 
Ol what a bleſſing, here, were vaniſh'd day ! 
Again what rumbling horror burſts its way ! 
Save me, my God! —a flood of flaſhing light 
Gleams its red luſtre, thro' the depth of night ! 


The poles fart fudgen, from the frightful burſt, 
And earth's ſnap'd axis, groaning, ** its 


8 
No more th' ungravitated globe g goes mand, 
Inward convulſions power, and form, confound ; 
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Wan deſolation fades her cind'ry cruſt, 
And active life creeps thro the quic# ning duſt 
Vales aw d beneath me, at th' impending doom, 
In billowy Heavings, roll, * along th' in- 
cumbent gloom |! ' 
Torn from their roots, the groanin g WI lie, 
And hills leap headlong, and invade the fey, 
Mankind, now, firſt united, join in prayer! 
See. from a thouſand kingdoths, rend the 
air, 
And ghaſtly error ſtalks o'er all, and leads on 
1 de * / 


V. | | 

Srl how deſtructive flaſbes wind their way! 
And point the following thunder, wore to 
rend! 
Mark ! how the ſpouted 1 rivers, upward, tray, 
And 57, againſt the /ght'nings, which deſcend! 
| Heav'n ! how the falling cities, buried lie! 
Entomb' d, in their proud palaces, earth 8 hum- 
bled monarchs die! 


tp! thro' the flaſh'd diſtinction, fires can give, 


A 3 & 3 


Naked crowds, who wiſh to live, 
Mix'd 
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Mix'd, in confuſion, to the mountains run ; 
Mountains, which, more afraid than they, have 
their own flight begun, 
And, rolling, er the ſwallow'd tribe, bring on 
the fate, they ſhun! 
On every fide, from every part, 
Disjointed realms aſunder fart 
Wide gaping cieſts earth's inmoſt entrails ſnow, 
And, from th' uprooted mountain's chaſms, 
belorw, J 
Unpriſon'd ſeas, in roaring torrents flow. 
Commiſſion'd ocean, breaking looſe, diſdains\ 
his crumbling bounds, | 
And, hoarſely climbing, o'er the 9985 
mounds, y 
Swallows Pyrene s ſnowy top, and 1 bar- 
riers drowns. 


VI. 


Now all is ocean! and a dreadful blaſt, 
Burſts, from beneath, and ſwells it to the tſky! 
Torn, from their ſeats, the ſea-toſs'd hills are 
gainſt each other daſh'd, | 
And, bulging, on the foaming ſurface; lie; 


On 
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On floating oaks the wond' ring Lyon rides, 
And clings, majeſtick, to th' unſtable ſeat ! 
The Elephant bears up his buoyant ſides, 
And paws the groaning waves, with his broad 
feet 
Th' aſſembled birds, in clouds, ſkim, low, in 

air, „ 
Wind- ſhaken, ſcorch'd, and waſh'd by driving 
rains; 
In circly flight, ſhrill ſkreams their woe declare, 
To find no remnant of their ſheltry plains! 
Deep-{wallow' d earth, mean while, fill loosn- 
ing more, 

Lets in old ocean, to her central fires ; 
Th' aſtoniſh'd deluge, ne'er fo check'd before, 
Shrinks from the pain, and in loud roar, re- 
tires! 
Cloſe in purſuit, the burſting flame breaks thro 
th' unuſual vent, 
O'ertakes the rolling floods ſlow flight, and climb: 
th' immenſe extent 
On all ſides, now, the fire- aſſaulted waves, 
Feel themſelves bil; and curl to ſhun the heat; 
A night of fleam climbs, dark and broad, from 
; their voracious graves, 


And 
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And plunging Whales, which no cool cotnfort 
meet, 
Spout the hot flood to Heaven, in rage, and the 
froath'd billows bear. 


VII. 


MELTING within, earth's ſulph'ry ſolids flow, 

Pierc'd by the force of her expanding flame; 

Metals, diſſolv'd, in blazing lakes, below, 

With /:quid burnings, daſh her concave frame! 

Victor, at length, out burſts the flooding fire, 

And rolls, triumphant, o'er the bellow'ing ſea! 

Rivers of flaming gold, in ſpouts, aſpire, 

And /eruggling thro' repugnant ſtorms, a lab'ring 
paſſage free 

As when from furnaces, thick. „nabe expires, 

And fowers, in inky volumes, to the ſky, 

The warring wind beat down th' unyielding 
ſpires, 

And ſpreads the ſable eddies, broad, and high: 

So, riſing ls of liquid flame, by cov'ring waves 

ofpreſs'd, 
In glowing wirlpools, driving round, torgient the 
ocean's breaſt, | 


Furious, 
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Furious, the batt ling elements engage, 
And twi/ting hoſtile, hiſs, with mutual rage; 
Coated with fire, in ſtrong and rampant tides, 
Reluctant ocean, leſſ'ning faſt, ſubſides; 
Mix'd with the melted world, it flames all round, 
And ſeas, that drown'd the earth, themſelves 
are drown'd. 


" 


VIII. 

How low, proud earth, are all thy honours laid! 
Where are thy late-conteſted empires found? 
Where the big boaſts of arts and arms diſplay a! 
Where are the dreadful pomps, which hemmn'd 
thee round! | 

What difference, now, 'twixt rich and poor, 
remains? 8 
The ruler's ſceptre, and the captive's chains? 
Where lie the properties of boaſtful wealth ? 
Diſtinction, and degrees, now claſh no more 
Pale /icineſs here, flows, mix'd with r 
wo 


And corn and pity, now, unite, which never 
Join'd, before! 


N elting, like wax, thy kindled rocks in tow'ry 
flames aſpire ; 


A 


And 
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And liquid kingdoms undulate in fire: 5 
From the ſad ſight, tir'd fancy turn thy eye; 
See ! what amazing changes blot the ey 
Longer, and louder, the laſt trumpet's ſound 
Rolls its encreaſing clangor to the ſun ; 
Ihe ſtarting fires convolve, and, backward, run, 
Struck to the heart, he darkens and decays, 
And ſtrongly trembles, thro! his breadth of 


blaze; ; 
As when, i in living man, ſome ſwift ſurprize, 


Chills the warm region of his beating breaſt, 


The failing members feel th oppreſſion rife, 
And hang, of force, and motion, diſpoſſeſt: 
So, when the ſov'reign ſun forgets his care, 
Dependant worlds, in ſympathetic woe, 
Halt in their courſe, and fick"ning, with de- 
- -- "pair, 

Their vaſt, ztherial rounds forego, 
And roll, in devious miſchief, down the air 
Yon wat'ry Moon, diſſolving broad, now, ſeems a 
duſky flood, 
And now, at once, O, horrid change ! ſhe red- 

dens into blood ! 


Vor. IV. 3 8 WIDE 


I = = 


'% 


if 
. 
1443 
Fit 
A ' 
LP * 
1 . 
4 14 
= 
| * 
1 
N A 
* 
. 141 
„ 


A. 
4 
FA 
it [ 


274 ORIGHNAL PoE Ms. 


IX. 


Wir from its center, ſee [ th eſcaping ſun, 
With random dread, revolves his loos' ning 
ſpires ; ; 
Cold orbs, which plac' d remote, his influence 
ſhun, 
Now feel th' attraction of his bordering hows. 
Suck'd to his burning breaſt, averſe they flow, 
And icy regions roar, to meet his glow ! 
Plung'd in embracing ire, unquench'd, he 
lies ! 
And the thaw'd cl:me, round his hot convex 
fries 
Worlds, by his abſence, from dependance freed, 
Scud, in looſe liberty, along the ſky ; 
Wild, and licencious, drive, with headlong 
ſpeed, | 
Till 'gainſt ſome ſhoaly comet, bulg' d, they lie; 
So, rebel kingdoms ſtruggling to be free, 
Shun regal power, and ſplit on anarchy ! 
See, ſee! where blazing orbs, in eres remote, 
Wrecks of loſt worlds! thro' . of Ather 


flote ! 
With 
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With ſpiry climb, vaſt /ongues of fire, ſtretch'd 

high, 
In dreadful cones, to ſweep each other try; 
While /#zes, between, ſhrink up, and warp their 
frame, 
As crackling Bay- leaves curl, in circling flame. 
* 
Involv'd, at length, th' attraded planets throng, 
And burn, confounded, with their central ſuns ; 
Tumbling, from every part, they rige, and, 
thund' ring rend along 
Th' unhinging ſhock the liſt' ning angels funs. 
Morlds againſt worlds, with claſhing horror 
driv'n, 
Daſh their broad ruins to the throne of heav'n ! 
Thro' flaming regions of the burning air, 
Down rain diſtilling ſums, in liquid rills, 
Mix'd with red mountains of unmelted fire ! 
Hifling, perplex'd, th ſhowers of icy bills, 
And cat ract ſeas, that raar, from worids fill 
higher ; 

Mingled, like driving bail, they pour along, 
And, thund ring, on aur ruin'd ſyſtem fall. 
Flames, grappling flames, combine, to grow 

more ſtrong, 
And, in wild blaz 5 ſweep, boundleſs, over ell; 
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One firey deluge, waſteful, boils below, 


And crumbled worlds, in liquid millions, flow, 


XI. 
Tn' accompliſh'd ruin ſleeps, creation dies! 


And untaſt d angels rove o'er empty ſkies ! 

The ſoft'ning trumpet breathes harſh ſtrains 
no more; 

But, in ſunk ſounds, grows ſweet, and falls 
its roar ! 

Celeſtial voices ſwell, 'twixt warbling notes, 

And thrilling joy, on circly rapture, floats ! 
Oer the vaſt void, melodious praiſes flow, 
And liſt' ning ends, from the red lake, below, 

Huſh, for a while, the creeping flames, and half 

ſuſpend their woe! ) 
But, while in deep, and fix'd attention, charm'd 
Their hungry ſouls devour the bliſsful ſound, 
By ſudden {lence ſtruck, they fart, alarm'd, 
And mark a /ad! an awful! ftilineſs, round! 
Conſcious of coming judgment, down they fink, 
Diving, by thouſands, thro' the burning lake ; 
Calm withincumbent dread, from brink tobrink, 
Th' unheaving ocean ſcarce is ſeen to quake, 
Nor ſwells one daring billow %, in ke foam, 


to break ! 
F ROM 
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XII. 


FroM ſhore to ſhore, wide, round the laky flame, 
High- arching heav'n contracts its ſpringy frame! 
Broad, as the ruin ſpreads, th' unmeaſur'd dome 
Tow'rs, in full compaſs, o'er the waſte bel! 
Aſſembling angels, now, no longer roam, 
But, in throng'd radiance, gild the roofy bow; 
A ſolemn black does the vaſt concave line, 
Where ſtreaky waves of rubied redneſs glow ; 
'Twixt their looſe curls, white beams of ſilv ry 
ſhine, 
Involv'd with rolling tides of azure flow ! 
Currents of mingled black, red, gold, and blue, 
In glitt ring chaces, ſport, perplex'd and wind, 
unccaſing, through! 
Stream'd thro' the whole, a quiv'ring luſtre 
darts, | 
Which, as bright groups of angels interpoſe, 
A twinkling change of coloury rays imparts, 
And, from their wings, a /hw'ry lightning 
throws! | . 
Far, above all, thro' the dome's op'ning crown, = 
Broad, as a world, th' almighty's EY E looks 
PPP 
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Clouds of deep glory, ſhadowing, round, his 
keen refulgence hide, 


And dazzled angels turn their eyes afide ! 


XIII. 


Hark ! what tranſporting majeſty of ſound, 

In ſolemn ſweetneſs rolls its force along? 
Soft, and yet loud, it leads its thunder, round, 
And ſtrikes chill rev'rence, thro' th' angelic 

throng ! | 
Tis the eternal's pow'rful voice! that calls, to 

walken death ! 

And reſurrection waits th' onmific breath'! 
The lake groans deep ! the labour will begin ! 

Ober its broad face, life-heaving billows curl ; 
The burning bowels ſep'rate, ſlow, within, 
And ſmoaky clouds expire in pitchy whirl! 
Bodies of men, in ages, long ſince paſt, 
Whoſe wand' ring duſt has chang'd a thouſand 

forms, 

Purg'd, by the boiling fires, evaporate At 
And, ſteaming upward, riſe, in mifly fwarms ! 
Sexes, conjoin'd in ſhoaly atoms, ſwim, 
And, fallying looſe, the firey ſurface ſkim ! 

Kings, 
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Kings, ſlaves, and patriots, undiſtinguiſh'd flow, 
And mount, entangled, from the gulph, below! 
In the uid- air, diſpers'd, unnumber'd ways, 
Each in his fellow's ſearch, inſtinctive, ſtrays! 
Circling, like flaky ſhow'rs of driving ſnow, 
Which whirlwinds, into maZzy waV'rings, blow! 
In endleſs intricacies, winding thro, 

Atoms join atoms, and /# forms renew]! 
With ſympathetic cling, together fly, 

And hmb'd, for life, in cumb'rous millions lie! 


XIV. 


Once more, ſublime, th' enliv'ning voice I 
hear ! | 5 
« Souls, deſcend ! your bodies join. 
Sudden, thin clouds of Fring lives appear, 
And leaning anxious, in ſoft ſquadrons, ſhine ! 
Loos d, at th Almighty's word, diſtinct they fly, 
Swift, as the ſight-beams of a human eye! 
Ardent, with longing beet, each ſtrikes bis 
on, 
And ſmiles, to fill his long-loſt bis again; 
Bodies ſupine, by ent'ring breath new blown, 
Flaſh ſudden, into /ife, and fart up men ! 
— 14 | They 
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They wake ! they pant ! they try their limbs ! 
. they gaze / 
Loſt, in ſhort horror, and ſevere amaze ! 


XV. 
Armies, unnumber'd, throng th' ætherial ſpace, 


Paternal Adam views, at once, his whole collected 
| race, 
And, with big tears, for conſcious woe, bedews 
his reverend face: 
Parents meet children, and, tranſported, cling, 
Long-parted friends, in mutual rapture, greet, 
Th' obliger and th' cblig d, together ſpring, 
And trembling traitors injur'd ſov'reigns meet 
Cxsar on BRuTvs looks, ſerenely, down, 
Vnd cloudy CA ro falks, with ſullen will, 
Glares on him, envious, with inferior frown, 
And wonders, that in ſp:te of death, he feels im 
conqu”ror jt 4. l 
Majeſtic, in the ſolemn front, of STUART'S injur 'd 
race, 

The KINGLY MARTYR rears his awful brow ! 

Pierc'd by the force of his /orgiving face, 

A gloomy hoſt of back'ning rebels how ! 
And fear, 700 late, that ſovereign pow'r, they never 
ond till n 

Decrepit 
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Decrepit age, to more than youth, reſtor'd, 

And pining /ic#neſs, freed from aking pain, 
Exert the vigour, their new limbs afford; 
And move, franſported, at th' apparent gain! 
Pale murd'rers meet, altve, whom, once, they 

. 
And ruſh thro' crowds th' alarming fight to 
| ſhun; 

Uſurpers fly from kings, whoſe thrones they jill d; 
And loaded with their guilt, unw:eldy, run. 


XVI. 


Fancy, thou fail'ſt me, here! I feel thee weak / 
I feel thee fink, beneath th' o'erporwring weight! 
Aid me, O Saviour teach my ſoul to ſpeak ; 
Thron'd, on thy father's red igt hand, in all thy 
dreadful Rate ! 
Thou ſee'ſt the humbl'd pride of nature wait, 
Mankind, collected into life! the lou, and the 
5 great: 
And thus, th' eternal doom thou ſpeak'ſt ; the ſen- 
tence of their fate 
Come, my bleſt remnant, ye ſelected few! . 


k Who practis'd, but the obvious — ye Enetv; 
Who 
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© Who, fafely pointed, by the guide within, 
© Struggles to virtue, and refiſted /n; 
* Who, or, by propbets, or, by canſcience, taught, 
Have, or diſcover d truth, or, humbly, fought, 
Who, from the guilt of chozce, have fill liv d 

. 

Or done, or ſuffer'd, for my name, and me! 

Who, by no conſcious weight depreſs d, of un- 
repented fin, 

« Feel yourſelves ligt, and uncondemn d, witlin, 
Rais'd, from yon dark, and ſinking crowd! to 
heaven's high thrones aſpire ! 
Enter, with me, to joys, which drown dgſire; 
0 And leave th accurs'd, to prove by pain, eternity 

in fire! 


XVII. 
JTis ſpoke : and, 10 th! unrogfing arch ends 
wide; 

Swift, 3 a radiant tide! 

An, opening breadth rolls down, of ſpar we 
day ; 

And, like a ſcroll, unfolds huge length, of mort 
than milky Way! 


Tha 
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They go ! th' admitted ſaints tread light, as air, 
They mount, with more than human eyes, and 
em the ſtreamy glare! 
Bright, as they move, th' encircling angels 
throng; 
Heard Halleluja's ſhake th' inferior ſky ! 
In diſtant thrills, expiring notes prolong, 
And with tranſporting fall of ſound, in gradual 
Ot ſoft nings, die 
See ! thro' the Portal! how attracted day, 
Like a ſwift current's ſpiral ebb, glides, after 'em 
away! 
Now, all is dark, and diſmal, as yon Kehr ; 
Ah! why does cloſing heaven, ſo von, th' en- 
trancing proſpect ſtreen ? 
What does beyond thoſe glitt' rin 8 confines lie? 
And why no room, 'till death makes way, for 
| ſuch a wretch as I? 


XVIII. 
But murmur not, proud * / x here do- 
lay d, 
A wand' ring pilgrim, through this lifes cold 
_ 
| Lang 
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I muſt not, yet, with heav'nly choirs, rejoice ; 
O! be the will of God, not mine, obey'd! 
Wait, my impatient ſoul ! his w:/er choice 
Truſt the ſtrong hand, by which roſe world; 


were made, 
And to bis pleaſure tune thy willing voice! 
If I, not yet, habe off this earthy load, 
Sure, there 7s bus'neſs, worth my life's beſt aim; 
He, who ſubmits to fire upon the road, 
Is faintly ſoul'd, or travels not for fame ; 
For me, ſuffice it, to have taught my mule, 
The tuneful trifliings of our tribe to ſhun, 
And rais'd her warmth, ſuch OY themes 
to chuſe, 
As, in paſt ages, her beſt garlands won! 
He, who beyond the pow'r of man could write, 
Wou'd ſtill fall ſhort of him, who aed well; 
To flow in ſound, or turn a period right, 
Is, but in Fairy tow'rs of praiſe, to dwell ! 
To pardon wrongs, and benefits requite, 
Is, in ſubRantial meaning, to excel ! 
Why are my w3/hes bent beyond my power, 
But to provoke my ſpeed, to reach that goad, 
Whence on the flidted, I may comforts ſhow'r, 
And, with eas'd pity, feaſt my hungry ſoul ! "Y 
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Be ACTION, then, henceforth, my life's wide 
ſphere, 
A thouſand glorious things I wiſh to ; 
All has been SAID, that's worth a wiſe man's 
ear, | 
But much may be PERFORM'D, that's greatly 
NEW. 
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F“ I T H, and the muſe, have err'd. Twas 
Juſt advice, | 
Skill'd Lycipas! that check'd too haſty praiſe. 

I ſhou'd have cool'd pre-currence, into pauſe, 
And weigh d the public voice, oppos d to mine : 
Then had I found the future, in the paſt ; 

Nor falſely charg'd contractions puny graſp 


r no on — EE 
— 2 » = 2 _ — — * 
ß 
r 
— —E— — — N 
4 = 
> 
2 — 


With compaſs, it conceiv'd not. Share, my friend, 
In pity, ſhare the pain my ſoul ſuſtains, 
To find ſuch hope ſo faded. Hope, too rais d, 
» To ſtoop at humble ſelf: Hope, wing'd for 41]. 
All 
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All was my blaſted proſpect. Fond ſurmiſe 
O'er- rated, and out-ftretch'd, a people's bliſs, 


Bip throb, the muſe's pulſe — for Tay ſweet 
- cal; | 
What muſe, uncharm'd, can hear? — Bid burn, 
the brow | 

Vindictive, and appeal due fatire's frown. 
Due, to the fagg'rers, that made drunk by power, 
Forget paſt thirſt's dry promiſe : and preſume, 
Dark dreamers ! that the world forgets it, too. 
Bid the Prięſt Poet conſecrate the rage 
Of a wrong'd nation's curſes. Rage, at zeal 
From ranc'rous gall, hot envy's acrid hell ! 
Long under cloak of patriot ſemblance hid, 
Guileful to lurk in wait, till av'rice ſnapt 
Corruption's watch'd-for lure : Then, off, at once 
Flew wide th' obſtructive virtue. Veil'd no more, 
Scramblers, in broad expoſure's bluſhlefs brawn, 
Light from the duſt, lick'd prone th admiſſive 


gold, 
Deep-ſtain'd with cank'ry ordure. Eatbent 
ſlaves ! 
Fiend-cloven tongues! St once, to ſhame 
belief : 


And 
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And make diſtruſt ſeem virtue! - yet, vain truth! 
No ſooner hears the muſe her Poet's call, 
Then venal calumny whets every ſting, 
To wound his honeſt purpoſe. Public ſenſe 
With her, is private feeling: Satire's frown 
Mean warmth from diſappointment. Spurn the 

hag : 

Or, let her err, neglected. Periſh warmth, 
That acts, or wills, or thinks from partial pique; 
Unfaithful to its ſeemings! Self avaunt ! 
Self is beneath reſentment ; nor deſcends 
The muſe, to note ſuch waſte of wild impute. 
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UNPERSONAL, the cheeks indignant glow, 
That bluſhes but for others. Fall diſgrace 
On ears, of daſtard ftar?, that dare not hear: 
Ortongues, that dare not own, truth's boldeſt call! 
Fall, even, contempt on worth, where fac'd for 

ſcorn, 

Tort of revulſive brow bids pride withold 
Thy fmile, cheap gratitude ! which crafc's low: 
Oft lends the beggar'd heart, that wants, within. 
Shame on the painful /retch, that racks the great 
Needleſs extenfion ! dignity like light, 


Dwells 
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Dwells in itſelf, diſplayer, undiſplay'd. 

How have I ſeen the native courtier ſhine ! 
Warp'd to no ſowre ſublime, enchant men's eyes; 
Charm dreſs'd in eaſy honour's effluent air, 

Fill out diſtinction's voids without pomp's aid, 
Strike in deſcending : and attract, ſupreme ! 


Oh, Zhou to whom loſt Anna's evening ray 
Ou d love's allegiant luſtre : flame, of joy, 
Wit ! genius! tide of art! whence letter'd hope 
Drew depth, to fail ungrounded. Soul of taſte! 
Shade, without ch! ſoft'ning ſuperior height 
With acceſs and urbanity ! — what need 
Thy name here added? Day's meridian blaze 
Marks the known hour, untold. —O, ſay, beſt 
judge, 5 
Thou, who ſo nobly trod'ſt th' illuſtrious ſteep, | 
Oft clouded, fince thou left'ſt it — Teach th' 
untaught, 
Why are the rais'd look'd up to? — Tis, to try 
Their claim to fit, ſo mounted. *Tis, to taſk 
Their ſtrength-to lift low climbers. Down, proud 
ſnails, 
That, crawl'd too high, your ſlime-track'd gell 


expoſe! > t 
uf } 
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Out with theſe ſnuffs in blaze, that ſhine, to 
ſtink ! a 

What have the lame to do, with wreſtler's toils ? 

'Tis impudence, that prompts deformity 

To prink itſelf, like beauty. Want of light 

Were flatt'ry, to the ugly. Drag em out: 

And leave em, in the eye of ſcorn, impal a. 


THESE are the minds, that diſavow the Musz! 
Dead to the formful glow, that figures thought, 
Blots /ow ſenſation from the wid'ning heart; 
Lends an elaſtic nerve, to every ſenſe : 

Puſhes exerted virtue into act: 
Feels, for a world embrac'd ; and warms mankind. 
— Nothing of this, poor ſouls! diſturbs their calm. 
Cloſing their tortois'd lump of cold content, 
Diſtant, perhaps, they hear the poet's name: 
Leſs probably, ſometimes perhaps, half deign 
To turn th' untaſted page ; there, lumb'ring on, 
Find nothing in the nobleſt verſe, but rhyme : 
And equal Durfey's froſt, to Dryden's fire! 
Sleep, genius, fleep — the times. invite repoſe. 
No ſource, of all Britannid's ſilv'ry ſtreams, 
Shall feed hope's with'ring root, where hearts, 
thus dry, OE A 
Vox. IV. U Have 
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Have drunk, like ſpunges, fortune's bonded ſwell! 
And o'er th' unmoiſten'd virtues ſhake no drop, 


O, Lycipas! how climbing zeal will he! 
Come, help me to deplore thoſe bluſt'ring gales, 
Whoſe ventilative heave puff d out their void, 
With ſhows, of airy ardour. Till up driv'n 
O'er ſkreenful clouds, there burt the bubbly 

forms! 
There, ſhrunk their ſatiate bulk, to trackleſs /b 
Speak, ye forgotten graces, if unſworn 
To hold dumb diſtance, round the ſeats of power, 
And rev'rence, un approaching, ſtep more near: 
Untarniſh thoſe bald ſtars: tell 'em, their lights 
Were lent, to be reflected. Every muſe, 
By ev ry art attended, ſighing, prone, 
Complains of interception. Each, in vain, 
Invokes one beam. But pines, in ſhiv'ring ſhade, 


Why, Lycipas, were ends and means miſ- 
Jjoin'd ? | 
Why am I born to pain, for pit ty, w:ill'd ? 
Why choſe the God, that warm'd th 0 e 
e e 


To curb thy horten d hand, and preſs down fire; 
| What 
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What ſhall we ſay, to touch theſe ſons of noiſe 
With ſenſe, how boldly death diſſects their name? 
What ſhall we do, to break th' imperious blinds, 
That riſe twixt power and taſte ! to pierce 
their miſt? 
And teach th' incumbent reeks, what clouds they 
form ? | 
How ſhall a noteleſs, nameleſs, filent, friend 
To thought's obſcure retreats, unnerv'd, like me, 
By dignity's bold brace, or fame's felt ſpring, 
Shake thoſe cloſe groves of ſtate; whence kings 
catch gloom ? 


On were their reach but thine ! or, lot more 
wiſh'd, | 
Happier, and ſafer, moſt remote from thrones ! 
O, were thy will but theirs ! — Then, Lycipas, 
No ſelf- expoſing halt, in place poſſeſs'd, 
Wou'd ſhame remember'd {weep to diſtant hope. 


Corrective care wou'd change, whatonceitcharg'd: 


Watchful diſcernment /eige unſhould'ring worth, 
That crowds not into notice. Taſte wou'd dare 
Feel uninfus'd diſtinction: take no cue 

From int reſts venal nod — leſs wait for prayer, 


From virtue's baſhful pang, or art's dumb claim: 
Ws For 
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For, excellence hugs cloſe her modeſt veil, 

But, (actively inquiſitive for woe, 

For wit's gueſs d wants, for ſorrow's cover'd tear, 

For pains, wrongs, penury of every good, 

With-held by every evil) drag back weight, 

That holds down worth e d, — and bid it 
ſpring. 


So, cou'd my verſe, ah! fruitleſs dream! inſpire 
Then ſhou'd I feel I breathe, nor life's dim track 
Touch'd languid, loſe each footſtep's feeble mark, 
And leave no ſtreak on time, to note my name. 
— But, huſh, vain ſtruggler, bid thy breaſt con- 

tract; 
And ſatisfy with will, thy pow'rleſs ſoul. 
How ſhou'd ſuch lot be mine, who drink wit's 
dregs, 
In deſarts, where ſeduction's drowth has choak'd d 
With venal duſt, Co/talia's dwindled rill ! 
How ſhall J raiſe my voice, till greatneſs hears? 


 Werrs, fays the whiſp'ring impulſe, that aſ- 
ſumes 


Ambition's airieft hope, yet hates her name: 
Write: 


ORIGINAL Por us. "oy 


Write, but be read. Write rugged truths, untun'd 
To flatt'ry's dulcid lentor : roughly loud, 
As when the laſt heard call ſhall wake the dead. 
Court ſome kind Angel's aid, to voice thy theme. 
Alas! no Angel dwells, where avarice reigns ?— 
Oh ! for ſome hoarſe Teutonic note, more ſtern, 
Than Runic bard, o'er hoſtile ſcalp, e'er ſung, 
When Voden's hall reſounded to his clang ! 
Then ſhould fatiric fervor, ſharply ſtrong, 
Roar, like the muſes's Hull, till the wak'd nine 
Concurr'd, in frightful conſort ; while intenſe, 
Up the ſteep cliffs of Pindus pathleſs brow, 

 Rumbling, I roll'd my tumbril theme along. 


WRONG not, by numbers tun'd to concord's 
ſhell, 
The brawl devoted taſte, that tans thy times. 
Softneſs be Opera's claim: be ſharpneſs thine. 
Softneſs in ſatire aſks good ſenſe, in ouilt : 
Twere 1%, on power's blind fuddlers. Wit's 
light gnat, Ts 
Humming its courteous buz, is bruſh'd fromnote : 
Her waſp, cloſe-faſt'ning, bids th' unliſt'ner feel. 
Sting then: and force from pain, what pride 
with-holds. _ 
U 43 8 80 


— — — 
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So ſhall thy verſe, at leaſt, out- ſoar contempt ; 


_ Contagious air, by ſenſual ſuns, inflam'd: 


A 3 — ————— ———— — = 


And modeſty low breeding, Where deſcent 
; Drives literally downward : 'till, behold ! 
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And lend diſtaſte diſcernment. -- Touch no praiſe, 
'Tis idol facrifice, to gods, of Stone. 
Praiſe has but one pleas'd reader : ſcarce, one 

friend. 
Satire can ſqueeze kind looks, from bitt'reſt gall, 


LoosEN the reins to ſpleen, cries angry truth; 
Where phlegmful fogs diſtil their lazy damp 
'Tis wholeſom to be ad, Nor pauſe, for thought: 
Who, that but ſees or hears, needs Thing, for fame? 
Born, to no paſt'ral plain's romantic range, 
Calm, and cool-fann'd by reaſon's temp'rate gale, 
Feel, that thou breath'ſt in paſſion's hazieſt fen, 


Where carnate emulation, ſtript of mind, 
Glows muſcularly ſtrong: where licenſe reigns, 


Uncurb'd by law's reitraint : where youth's fed 
fire, 


Bids baſhful diffidence of ſelf be bold. 
Where uit to rev'rence, is to #now, mankind : 
Where diſreſpect is eaſe ; noiſe taſte in life ; 


Yon Coachman's copy d ſoul propels the peer; 


ORIGINAL Pok Ms. 295 
And dim-ſtar ſlouchers ſhine, by glare of ſhame, 

Downcaſt decorum ſwells the public laugh. 

Judgments and views run backward. Nature nods. 

Ends but ſucceed, as means prepoſt'rous err. 

Malice grows faſt, water'd by pity's tear : 

And factions but contend, for rank in wrong. 


Ur, from rhyme's popy'd vale; aſcend fame's 
-"" = 
Soft to the ſoft : Thy theme be pen — On, 
Write with a whirlwind's fury. Snatch the God, 
That thunders in blank verſe, to ride thy ſtorm. 
So may they hear, tho' cricket fakes were pitch'd, 
Tho' the won Plate 80 broad triumph ſhook the 
field: 
Tho' cock's hard- -conqu'ring crow, to ſhouting 
rings; 
Or Briton's coarſe debates out- quarrel Rome's. 
— Muſe, I begin. Aſſiſt, with all your fail, 
Ye proſe-inflating hawks, of Helicon ! 
Lend me your wing's wide ftretch, to aid my 
{weep. 


Come! let the ſoul of Freedom's reinleſs power, 
Yaſt, and unconſcious of conſtraint, inſpire ! 
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Wild let her lift me from the Jawns of ſong, 


Muſick's hedg'd boundlets, mem'ry's meaſur'd 
meads, 


Where rhyme-trac'd cadence, in harmonious 


cloſe, 
Rivets recorded ſenſe, and pins down thought, 
Light, and diſrob'd of ſoftneſs, let her drive, 
Looſe, to the voids, of fancy's viewleſs ſcope ; 
Vague, and unſhap'd, and pathleſs, as the air. 


WHAT ſhall be ſung ? ye ſons of vaſtnels, ſay, 
What ſubject, ſadly ſoundful, like the ruth 


Of hoarſe, broad, cat racts, ſhall blank numbers 
roar? 


SHALL it be SoxROw's energetic plaint, 
That groans away the ſun, and lends new gloom 
To midnight's mournful umbrage ? Tim'd too 

well, 

Too lately, Albion's boreal waſtes had wept 

The ſuited theme: when tears, from raſh revolt, 

Waſh'd ruthleſs priſons: when th' acceſllefs wilds 

Of bleak brow'd mountains ſhriek'd, with vocal 
woe; ; 

Mothers and Orphan s cries! whom famine found, 


Where 
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Where only famine con d: Deſpair's pale tribe 

Weeping, in death's chill graſp, their own un- 
felt, 

Some paſt or future fate, of friend more dear; 

Why ſhou'd the gen'rous Muſe inſult the fall'n! 

Why not deplore the pangs of hoſtile pain? 

Juſt if they thought. their cauſe, their crime 
ſeem'd faith, 

Guiltleſs in will, by taſte involv'd in wrong, 

From educative cuſtom's devious warp, 

Spare the perſiſting blind: unhoping grace: 

Truftleſs of regal virtues: erring on 

From doubt of mercy. For, alas! no voice 

Of truth, in deſarts heard, had taught 'em, Kin 28, 

Who laſt can fear offence, can, firſt, forgive. 

Paint, then, their pity'd anguiſh : nobly feel, 

To make ſublimely felt, this brave man's zeſt : 

That hearts, unſhaken by reſiſter's rage, 

Are conquer 'd by their ſorrow. — Vain attempt! 

Spread the ſonorous wing for flights of joy. 

Sorrow renounces latitude of range: 

Dwells in confinement's cave; where thought 
ſits chain d, 

Muſes are ſhunn'd: and horror's winking lamp, 

Ghaſtlying night's ebon eye, ſees woes on woes, 


Tear 
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Tear following tear, ſigh echoing ſigh, combin'd, 
Move in cloſe conſonance of ſiſt'ring ſound. 


SHALL it be Love, (oft whiſp'ring out the ſoul, 
From its own manſion tenderly exhal'd 
To reach ſome ſweeter ſelf? No: dare not touch 


That theme; tis ſacred to the rights of xuyms, 
Union will ne'er, by diſſonance, be ſung. 


Love's links are married couplets : hand in hand 
The willing yoke-mates ſhare confederate fall : 


Soft as the zephyr ſkims the dew-drop'd roſe. 


— But, even had rhyme conſpir'd to tempt — 
Forbear. 

Aweful, re/ign, a wreath, more nobly won. 

SAINT-JonN, his country's boaſt, his country's 
crime, 

When courts at leiſure left his youth, to /ove, 

SAINT-JOHN the Muſe's Lord, this theme once 
ſung: 


Sung it, in verſe more ſoft, than beauty's eye / 


More ſtrong, than her Attraction] ALMAHIDE, 
Immortal Almahide ! by SAINT Jonn, lives. 


Who ſhall attempt to touch the Theme he choſe? 


He, who was voic'd by muſic : mien'd by love! 


He, who, by turns, has every muſe poſſeſs d, 
| And 
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And every art, protected: Every grace, 

Through every fortune, led — Supreme, in all. 

SAINT-JohN ! whom woman wiſh d, man envied; 
realms 

Made war on: yet, whom none found power to 
hate ! 


Nor grzef thy theme, nor /ove. What choice 
remains? | 
Shall it be death's grim waſte, WaR's field of 
fire ? 
Aptlier, the ſubject wou'd have warm'd our iſle, 
When England's ſun ſhot wide th' irradiate flame 
Of her fam'd EnwarD's day-dawn,—Yet, who 
knows, 758 
But at ſome far-thrown moment, whit' ning broad, 
Some light, new riſing, may (perhaps) once more, 
Oft-roll the ſullen ſhade, that glooms our fame. 
Rekindling ſenſe of martial fire may glow, 
Till the rous'd nation blazes, Then, the ſons 
Of Sires unſkill'd to think defeat no ſhame, 
Starting to deſtin'd vengeance, the ſtruck drum 
No more ſhall bid the form-dreſs'd ſoldier /leep : 
But roll its deepn'ing baſs to wake due death ; 
Then too, no more, the trumpets clang'ry ſhrill, 
N Fright- 
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Fright'ning the Opera Dame, ſhall to her ear 


Call her affected hand, and ſhut out claim 
To promiſe of a fon, like him ſhe loves. 


Hair the wiſh'd wonder: give him birth, 
O time | 
And into farpe's rough ocean launch his name. 
— But, when he riſes, bid him hate no Musk. 
Fan his impatient blaze, to letter'd love. 
Pour the enthuſiaſt fervor thro' his ear, 
That fir'd the conqu'ring Ammon's thirſty ſoul — 
Born for the poet's praiſe, teach him to know, 
That war's wing'd bolt, by /ove of verſe impell d, 
Burſts every bar to glory. Verſe, to war 
Lends ardour : War, to verſe, new warmth, im- 
parts. 
So join'd, that never hero reach'd renown : 
Or, reach'd, ne'er held; who wrong d the Mues 


claim. 
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On what, ye gothic renders of the ear ! 
Ye blank-verſe burſters of Pierian bars 
Strong beyond chaining comet; 19 75 of 
thought | 
Giant ſurmounters of wit's loftieſt Alps „ | 
Ye 
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Ye hurlers of proſe rocks at muſick's heaven 
What ſhall deſerve the dread, your thunder bears? 


FACT10N deſerves, and claims it: cries a howl, 

That paints th' attentive ſoul — Come, learn her 
laws. 
Give, to the deity, that ſhakes down thrones, 
Th' allegiance of thy Muſe. Blank verſe be mine. 
Guideleſs and boundleſs in aſpiring graſp, 
And frownful in majeſtic ſullenneſs, 
Her muſick dwells in urmur. Let her growl 
For faction: taſte ber luſt of loud complaint, 
And hang on empire's wheels the drag of hate. 
Range ſafe beneath her ſtandard : mark its ſweep! 
Unfurling into length, the dreadful wave 
Sees earth's chill'd ha Deke. | beneath its 
ſhade! 

Kneel, and be HRS: enroll thy name — and rail. 


| Taov ſtart {t ! — alas, for verſe, that dares, not 

ratl | 

What can'ſt thou hope from praiſe? it wounds 
no name. 

Art thou to learn thou liv'ſt, where greatneſs 


hoards HS 
| Regard 
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Regard, to bribe repugnance ? O er- aſſur' d, 

And cheaply negligent of zeal znclin'd. 

So muſt it be, where party's billowy ſurge 

Bids wave puſh wave from power. There, ſei- 
ence ſleeps. 

Uproar and conteſt reign. Deep, to the root, 

Pain-trod Parnaſſus ſhakes : and each ſap'd ſprig, 

That green'd the muſe's grove, finds dry decay. 

While pelted into fright, or laugh'd to ſpleen, 

Deaf miniſterial ears, abſorb'd in fret; 

Or dirtily engroſs'd by craft's low buz, 

Taſte not the calm ſurveys of leiſure's range: 

Share no delight in ſong ; nor woo, nor weigh, 

The power, that dwells in gen'rous praiſe, to 

guide | 


A nation's doubtful heart, to find her friend. 


WasTE not the warmth of verſe on things, 
like theſe, 
Or, ſtain their mem'ry, with effaceleſs gall. _ 
— Yet, ſince, ſometimes, in power's obſcureſt 
night, 
Through ſabley jet, pale hrowhs of white may 
ſtart, 


Shou'd vice Phan ONE, to virtue, lend him licht. 
Facti on 
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Taclion, that loves no truth, muſt own this, one : 


That never friend to verſe malign'd the juſt. 
Virtues, however thankleſs, forc'd, or few, 
Compell the poet's praiſe — But wou'd thy ſong 
Wake theſe ſublime inſolvents, into ſenſe 

Of what they owe attachment? Let it rail. 
Rail horrible : in accents, like their own, 
When envy's acrimonious rage impells - 
Nerve, in ſounds 
Like thunder's gath'ring menace, the rais'd arm 
Tell the preſs, 

IV/here public plunder bawds for private thrift ; 
inhere grandeur holds a ſtalking-horſe, to ſhame, 


Detraction's venal inſult. 


Of oppoſition's onſet, 


And frreens guilt's aim at honeſty. J/by laws, 


Bent and re-bent like wire, crack ſhort, ſtart 


wide, 
And, with two ends, bind nothing. Tell whoſe 


thirſt, 
By taſte unguided, ſnaps at bubbly froth, 
And leaves the ſapid depth, untouch'd, below: 
Teach, where bought ſtrength was weakneſs : 
wiſdom craft : 
And infamy long due, where chance gave joy. 


BEGIN 
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Brix, deſcribe, diſcolour. Spread abroad 
Sedition's fluid taints, and ſtain a ſtate. 
So, ſhall attracted notice deign regard, 
And ſlander ſnatch the perquiſite of praiſe. 
Such are the taſtes of office | ſuch, the ſculs, 
That actuate half the mighty! Note it, you, 
Who rev'rence high diſtinction. This unmark'd, 
Hope's empty {well plumes broad her feathery 
creſt: 
But, bald in diſappointment, frights belief, 
Court crocodiles are /ca/'d ; they feel no tweak. 
He, who wou'd wake muſt wound: ſeen danger 
ſtrikes 
More forcibly, than all thy Pathos, Wit] 


Say, Tacitus, — thy {kill the ſecret found : 

In what ſtate- ſcale, five hundred inſults, poiz'd, 
Weigh'd down five hundred thanks, in grateful 
gold. 

Dream not, thy Roman's genius mov'd ſuch boon; 
Not his fam'd father's vid7'ries, ten times won, 
And to hy claim transferr'd, had, there, ſo charm'd. 
Oh power of prompt reproach, to raſþ reward: 


And flaſh conception's flre from flint moſt cold ? 
Call 
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Call it not Bounty: blaſt it, angry muſe ; 
And from the fame of 4/597: blot that tale. 
Th' imbitter'd hand of calumny bows down 
The heart; its gall corrodes, to ſmile thro' wrongs, 
And pay compell'd reſpect, to dreaded ſcorn : 
While, on the candid courtſhip of the kind, 
No foſt' ring glance deſcends | —untc!t'ring power 
Takes compliment, as tribute. Over-cramm'd 
With ſelf, and ſurfeiting on brief ſucceſs, 
The narrow-compalſs'd heart wants rm, for taſte, 
— Or grant ſome glimm'ry ray give light, to gueſs 
Th' effect of {kill 'dapplauſe: whatthence, reſults, 
But inſolent contempt, of aid unſought ? 
The buſy breaſt, that pants, in poſt hard held, 
Wants leiſure to be grateful : Tis the taſk 
Of grandeur in diſgrace, to thank a friend. 


So ſpoke th' inurbane voice. The mule figh'd 
1 ſad: 
Paus'd long, withheld conſent; and thus reply'd. 


FACTION is fam'd for falſehood —If ſhe, now, 
Hints truth, tis infamy too poor for verſe : | 


Leave it to proſe-tongu'd party's cool diſplay — 
Nor love the meaſures : nor malign the men. 


Vor. IV. e Grant 
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Grant imag'd worth, by erring fancy form'd, 

Ideal, as the dreamer's empty graſp, 

Who, ſuffers, but the 2 ? ane d, and 
found ! 

What has miſtaken candor loſt, but faith ? 


Wren, miſcomputing their unſounded ſwell, 
Deep'ning proud ſhallows, thou o'er-rat'ſt deſign, 
And wrong'ſt the guz/zleſs, by reſpect undue, 
Bluſh, and be dumb: repent ; and /n no more. 
Where, arrogant in virtue, conſcious claim 
Looks cold, on praiſe conſign'd to 8 ning 

time, 


Or, uninſpir'd to judge, reads flat: nor finds 


Diſtinction, 'twixt the Bell man's power, and 
thine, 

Smile, and forgive che blind: but, ſtill, be 7, 

Still, be the worth thy theme: the taſte thy ſcorn, 


ANp lou, fled foul of Por! dii-rob'd from 
"quit; 
And, in that duſt, depoſing each faint ſtain, 
That ſpeck'd, while here, thy part divine with 


man ! 
If, from that ſource of truth, where, now, thou 


ſhin'it, | Spirits, 
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Spirits, like thine, look down, and love it, ſtill; 
Hear, and atteſf, Sarcaſtic, as thou waſt, 
All ſcorn of flatt'ry ſleeps not, in thy grave. 
There lives, who dares aſſert the poet's fire, 
Undimm'd by venal ſmoke, Who boaſts no mule : 
Yet owns the rights of all ; and loves their fame. 
Who, from retreat's fafe depth, feels virtue's 
wounds ; 
Adopts th' impropriate pang, and fies from reſet. 
Who, from the ſummit point of fortune's ſpire, 
T here, cou'd his fate ſtand rais'd, wou'd; touch'd 

as now, 

Bow proſtrate, as the worm, to hail the wrong'd; 
Then greateſt, when moſt een d! by falſe fears, 
From envy's miſcreant arts, and ſtripp'd of name ! 


Ap you, whoe'er you are, where-e'er you pine, 


 Whoglow, perhaps, unmark'd, perhaps,o'erlook'd, 
Perhaps, untaſted, by ſublime defect 

Of dignity in ſenſe ; which #:ngs may want, 
But none, 'midſt all his titles, can be/tow + 
Grieve not to ſeem too little to the great. 

What /o/e the gen'rous, who profuſely waſte, 
On high-plac d weakneſs, all the muſe's ſtrength ? 
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Shines the ſun faintlier, for thoſe beams he pours, 
Vain, and unthank'd, to warm th' inſenſate rock? 


TELL the big blanks, that he, who courts ne- 
glect, 
And loves to praiſe, unpaid, is paid within. 
Is greater, than the great: pities their ſcorn: 
And bids their merit LIVE; by verſe they wrong d. 


The ExcuRsion of FANCY: 


A PINDARIC ODE. 


I. 
A why, ye empty names of things, unfound! 
Ye almoſt hd ο, e'en, of ſound ! 
Fame! Glory! Fortune! Fate! ard all the fairy 
fancy'd round : 8 
Or rather wou'd ye, but vouchſafe to tell 


The cauſe of ills, ye know too well; 
Say ? ye proud tracers of diſdainful ſtate; 
Who {uy diſtinction at the world's hw rate! 
Ye mean aſpirers to be great: 
By aims, which earib-born hopes, not heavenly 
truths, create! Why 
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Why mult the ſacred ſpring of honowr's flood, 
Be us'd to rince the duſty robes of pride, 
With blood, and purple, doubly dy'd ? ' 
Why fou/ly trampled in, by wealib's bold feet? 
Why, there, mult lep'rous vices meet ? 
And, why mult poverty, however ſweet, 
And naked innocence, unſtain'd, and neat, 
Be, rudely, driv'n away : or, terribly, withſtood, 
By giant forms! chimeras, ſtain'd with blood | 
Who, dreadful, ſtalk about, within, — and raiſe 


th' uncleanly mud ? 
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II. 
Say, coward learning! long, too long, miſled ! 
If, yet, thou dar'ſt ere& thy dizzy head! 
And art not, yet, heart-conquer'd quite, 
By power fight land custom join; too, toounequal 
If, yet, once more, thou dar'ſt aſſert thy eyes, 
Once more, undazzled, view. TRUTH's beamy 
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And can'ſt, with ſtrong, unſtagg'ring ſight, 
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Firm-fix'd, in ſteddy gaze, take in the o erwhelm- 


ing light! 
Say, nor fear th' oppreſſive hate, 
Which truth, told plainly, mult create | 
| 1 The 
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The foes of truth, in bulk, tho' great, 
Lifted boldly, want in eigit!? 
Say, to what ſad cauſe, we owe, 
That naked virtue muſt, regardleſs go! 
Or, /hwv'ring ſtand, in fortune's ſnow < 
Till chance does ſome gay mantle, o'er her, 
throw, 
And notice does not, from her worth, but her 
adornments, flow ? 
Immortal heav'n ? if man may dare 
Climb thither, to refreſh his care ! 
What means our God! when he requires, 
That man, in virtue's rugged paths, ſhou'd 
tread, 
If, to bleſſings, he aſpires ? 
And yet, ſtrange paradox ] permits, to virtue's 
foes, 
The mounts of power, from whence to aim 
their blows, | 
And hurl red ruin down, in ſurer throws, 
With levell'd malice, nicely pois'd, to hit the 


climbing head, 
While they fit ſafe, and laugh, above, to ſee th 
aſpirer dead! 


Why? 
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III. 
Why: —If reaſons may be giv'n 
To earth, for laws, which paſs in heav'n / 
Why am I doom'd to foil, with vain deſire ? 
Be ever climbing, and yet, never, higher? 


Why am I curs'd, with ſcenes of helpleſs woe, 


Which, ſince to cure, Imuſt not reach the pow'r, 
Why am I not permitted — not to know ? 
Why feels not yon proud lord his ſhare, 

Of my heart-piercing care, 
For ſuff 'rings, I can neither help, nor which my 
busneſs are ? | 
Why ſleep princes, void of pain, 
For thoſe ſad thouſands, who comp ain; 


And waſh, with tears, their deep-dy'd greef, 


in vain ? 
Theſe men could lend compaſſion, hands, to reach 


The finking mis ries, which their help beſeech ! 


J, who my own misfortunes cannot cure, 
With barren ſorrow, other men's endure ! 
While hey, whoſe ſmiles might heal, and voice 
might chear, 
Have eyes, and cannot fee! — have ears, and 
| will not hear ? 
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IV. 


'Tis wond'rous ſtrange, all this! — But, man 
ſhould never gaze, 
With ſearch, too curious, on the myſtic ways, 
Which form the ſoul-bewild'ring maze ! 
It is enough for vs, that there mu! be 
_ Ends in this, we cannot ſee ! 
And, fince 'tis vain, to tug at fate, 
With unavailing, human weight, 
Let us throw down this load of doubt, with which 
no race is won: 
And, ſwift, to eaſier conqueſts, lighter, run, 
The way, which reaſon is not bid to ſhun ! 
Let us, with never-yielding courage, ſtrive, 
In ſpite of villany, to /brive ; — 
And, from our reſolution's ſpring, long ſtreams 
of bliſs derive! _ 
Like the gay ball, ſtruck down, ſtill higher, 
let us riſe, es 
And, obſtinate, diſpute th' unwilling prize! 
Rebound, with ten-fold vigour, at each blow ! 
And, that to wounds, we may a viclory owe, 
Autæuss like, ſpring freſh, from ev'ry throw: 
3 Till 
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Till ſhort-breath'd Fortune, tir'd, and ſick, with 
our unthought defence, 
At once, permits us, to enjoy, both her, and in- 
nocence. 
V. 
Well, then ! reſolve we! — Be it ſo: 
Further thought we ſhall not need: 
That we ſet forward, ſtands decreed ! 
But, hold! what journey ſhall we chuſe 
to go? = 
I will embark me, on yon — 8 
The /ea of KNowLEDGE! proud ! imperious 
ſtore ! 
Of heaven- aſſaulting waves, which gnaw 
the ſhore, | 
On ev'ry ſide, with hungry roar! 
Yet, always, gaping, always, foallowing more, 
Still lows, forever, and will flow — voracious, as 
before 
Well! I am /all d ] plow the foamy deep, 
And, now, my climbing veſſel mounts, on high, 
And, now, I fecep the ſtarry fey ! 
And, now! ſtand firm, my brain ruſh down 
the wat'ry ſteep ! 
Ah, me! half-founder'd now, in vain, all 
arts I try! EY l 
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This way, and that, immortal heaven! I drive! 
Currents, encount'ring currents, ſtrive ! 
The fruitleſs rudder, ill-obey'd, in vain, 
Struggles, oppreſs d, againſt the madding main, 
Eddies croſs eddies whirl! — and whelm it back, 
again! 
VI. 
Hold ! I am c I'll ail, no more: 
Pilot, give thy labours oer! 
Put in, and ſeek repoſe, on yonder peaceful ſhore. 
Where am I, now: — "Tis wond'rous dark, all 
round! 
What means this ſhadow: cover'd ground | 
This is the land of I6NoR ance, wild, and rude; 
Bleak, comfortleſs, and bare: 
A dreary ſoil ! an empty air! 
By ſhadowy nothings, 1 am, here, purſued ; 
And gape, and yawn, and fire, in ſleepy ſolitude ! 


Let me turn, which way I will, 


Sight has norrow quarters ſtill ! 
Scarce, can I ſee, above a fathom round; 
I tread, on ſoft, and ſandy ground! 
At ev'ry ſtep, I take, my feet fink * 
Already I, to fear I know not what, begin 
| Hark! 
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Hark ! | what ſtrange noiſe is that, which whiſtles 
round my head ? 
Ghoſts, and gobblings, this way tread | 
Aſtoniſh'd eyes! what ſcenes about me draw ! 
Now, ſtagg'ringreaſon! where's thy law? 
My ſou! grows weak, with childiſh awe : 
Fancy has courage captive led ; 
Empty ſomethings, ſill, I dread ! 
Hal ſee !—at once, what objects riſe ! — How 
horribly they ſpread ! 
I trod, too loud, and with the noiſe, have wak'd 
the ſilent dead, 


VII. 


Fly—fly, night-wand'ring feet ! explore loſt day, 
If this the /and of ignorance be, 
I'll drive, again, on learning's ſea ! 
Here, I dare no longer ſtay ! 
And, yet, 1 ſee not, how to get away! 
What's /h7s ?—methinks, I ſee the ruſhy brink 
Of ſome deep current, in my way |! | 
Help, help me, fortune ! or, I fink! 
Now I am in! whelm'd o'er amidſt the flood! 
Ha ? tho' the chance was bad, th' ect, is good | / 


It is not water this, but fluid mud. 
Stagnate 
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Stagnate, and thick, the ſleepy depth —I tread, 
with unhop'd eaſe ! 
And, now, I ſee the land, again; and, now, 
The liquid field I, up, before me, plow : 
Wade out, and climb the bank, by ſlow de- 
grees | 
I've ſcap'd the lake, thank heav'n! but all this 
; while, 
I wander guideleſs, in the ſame dark iſle. 
What's is, which wou'd be thought a wind? 
Which heaves, by ſluggiſh fits, the drowyy air; 
Which creeps, in broken murmurs, far behind, 
And, idly, ſeems to ſlumber, in its care! 
Now, fwells, in ſudden guts, —now does, at 
once, aſ/wage : 
Like drunken men, who ſtrive to talk, but ſleep 
_ amidſt their rage. 
Curſe on his ſoul-condenfing /o/:7ude / 
This /and of ignorance appears as rude, 
And far more dangerous, theſe unactive ills, 
Than all the buſy frightfulneſs, which fills 
Yon ſea, where /forms my devious bark purſued, / 
Tell me, then, directive ſtar, 
Thou, that guid'ſt me, from a-far, 


If 
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If Learning's voyage is not ſafe to take; _ 
And Ign'rance, dreadful ſhore ! I, now, forſake, 
What more inviting land, my next /ook-out ſhall 
make ? 


VIII. 
I ſee, methinks, far off, a ſudden glare / 


Ha! look — a mountain riſes to the ſea ! 
From which, ten thouſand flames, ſhot thro' 
the air FE 
Spread circling brightneſs wide, to ſuch degree, 
That a kind trail of hight darts, outward, ev'n, to 
Me ! 
Bleſs'd with this glorious, eee e guide, 
I look about me, now, with pride 
And, lo! a narrow Cauſeway thither leads! 
Narreawo, indeed, it is, and ſeems to ſhow, 
That /e ſhou'd, Hence, to yon gay mountain go! 
Care, and diligence, there needs; 
For ev'ry tott'ring ſtep, I ſtumble ſo, 
That, ſcarce, I *ſcape the waves, which ſoam, and 
break, below! 
Wou'd I had never landed, on this N J 
This Cauſeway is a dangerous paſſage o'er, 
And I was nearer, to the mount, before, 


V hen 
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When my hark miſs'd its fight, amidſt the ocean 
roar | 
Courage, my ſoul ! I ſhall, anon, be there! 
I know the country, now, as I draw near : 
It is the far-fam'd realm of war 
R How red the ſkies, about it, are! 
Oh! let me climb the cliſy ſteep, and firike yon 
topmoſt ar 


IX. 


Thank heaven ! my aking foot has reach'd 
the ſtrand: 
What's his? the earth is iron; and ſulphur 
all the ſand. 
Inſtead of air, here's ſmoke ;—but flame does 
light ſupply ! 
And, from within, where, ſtrongly fed, they 
lie, 
Torrents of fiery day break up, and freak the footy 
ſky! 
Hark! as up the 5½¼/, I go, 
From the wide p, huge, full-mouth'd 
thunders roar, 
While far, zoithin, and more below, 


Hoarſe, infant noiſes, faintly, blow; _ 
| And 
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And ſlowly riſing, more and more, 
Grumble, in horrid notes, their new- taught 

leſſons o'er! 
Some, the ſhrill trumpet imitate, and ſome 
Buffet unſkill'd, the ſullen drum 
Thro' my aſtoniſh'd ear, harſh-mingling paſs 
The ſound of bells, claſh'd ſwords, and clat- 
tring braſs ! | 
Loud-neighing horſes, ſtorms of vollied ſhot ! 
Shouts, groans, and words, confounded all, heard, 
but diflinguiſÞ'd not, 
Well! Jam up, at laſt! and, now I'm, here; 
Let me look round, and ſee, how things appear. 
Oh ! my glad ſoul!—what proſpects open there; 
My hope-enlivening Heart to chear? 
Now, I am in my wiſh' d, my proper, ſphere 
What is there, in yon Far- en d world, which, 
hence, we may not bare? 
Oh, heaven! what falſe appearance dwells, 
below | | 
How is man deceiv'd, by ſhow / 
Yon Viceroys (as they wou'd be thought) of 
fate ! | 
Yon poppet-managers of ſlate ! 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe things, which bid life-waſting followers 
wait | 8 
For bubbles, which, at ewel's price, they rate; 
And puff, and ſwell, with empty pride — and call 
themſelves, the great / 
Ye ſtars ! — How humbly they all look this way! 
As, who wou'd ſeem to ſay; — 
Great Sirs ! permit us, till, to cheat the feols, 
with whom we play J 
They turn, to vs, the cringing fide, and ſtrut the 
other way! 


X. 


Soul, recline ! and take thy eaſe ! 
Look about thee, by degrees ; 
Ihe proſpect's 40/de enough, to pleaſe 
Since the commanding 7% is, thus, attain'd, 
Uſe with care, th' advantage gain'd ! 
What wilt thou do? that, thus, I feel thee ell 
In ſtruggling /ence loves deſign to dwell ? 
Or, are thy views, too vaſt, to tell ? 
Go on, form boldly ; ſwift, reſolve, — and execute 
it, well! 


Send 
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Send out Fancy, ſhe can fly! 
Nimbly wing'd, her own beſt y: 
Every danger, ere drawn nigh, 
Th' air-footed Amazon diſcerns; and ſcatters, 
with her eye | 
Fancy] then, proud Goddeſs riſe! 
From earth extend thy ſtretching /ize, 
And puſh thy active head, thro' the diſcover'd 
ſes. | 
Stamp, ambitious, with thy foot, 
And bid the threaten'd u rd look to't ; 
For thou haſt mighty work to do, and power 
enough to dot. 
Graſp yon eſcaping carthquake, twou'd de- 
part, 
Blow new w2gour, to its heart 
Take it, and give the lazy globe a ſhake ! 
And; when ſcar'd nature's broad awake, 
All her coy aid demand, and take ! 
Break open ev'ry inmoſt part; 
Thro' all the gloomy chaſms of matter dart 
Let in light, to find out art; 
And ſmile, to ſee the blaze · ſhot mh with 
ſudden wonder, ſtart. 


Seize her, quickly, bind her faſt! 
Vor. IV. | Y Diſtant 
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Diſtant elſe, behind her caſt; 


A thouſand mazy turnings, firſt, muſt tediouſly 
be paſt. 


XI. 


Doubly arm'd, and ſeated, thus, 

Who is, now, a match for us? 

Begin! begin! the glorious taſk! 
Deſcend, at once, and ſtrip yon &:7gs, of power's 

ill-painted maſe ! 

Tell 'em, they the nymph diſgrace ! 

Power ſhould wear a lovely face: 
And, hideouſſy, to hide her charms, is horrible, 

and baſe! 

Bid 'em, in empire's maſquerade, elbow no more 
1 for place, 
But, bravely, dare put on, plain truth, and ſcorn 

| a borrow'd face. . 
Are they diſturb d? — Is all the hzve, in arms? 
See! they h in hoſtile ſwarms ! 
But, 'tis no matter, let em bring 
Hoarded malice, in their fling : 
They cannot pierce, much leſs diſplume, the 
pinions of thy wing! 


What 
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What is that, they ſeek to know ? 
What commiſſion we can ſhow |! 
Tell me, Fancy ! was it ſo ? 
Commiſſions, ſay, are, ſometimes, forms, which 
men, to cuſtom, owe; | 
A ſhape of power, which tyrants Heal, and hav- 
ing ſtol'n, be/toaw, 
Yet, to pleaſe em, be they told, 
From higher hands, than theirs, we hold! 
From juſtice, truth, and reaſon, ſay; 
That great friumvirate of power ! —which they 
Pretend, and but pretend, t'obey |! 
This our authority ! and, if theſe not ſuffice, 
We can ſhow 'em large ſupplies 
Of vengeance, force, and ſubborn will ; our ſworn 
auxiliaries ! | 
Now, they tremble ; now, they mourn ! 
Now, with helpleſs rage, they burn! 
Well may they rave, indeed, to ſee their friends 
againſt 'em turn, 


XII. 


Stay! and, c'er we farther go, 
Let our great meaning be aloud proclaim'd ! 
Our deeds ſhall be as ju/t, as fam'd / 
55 Friends 
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Friends, and enemies ſhall know, 
Why we make war; and what we mean to do 
Herald vengeance ! (ſwift ariſe ! 
Shell, with /tcel, thy flinty heart! 
And fince, by nature, ind thou art; 
Bury thy lifted hand, in yonder ſcies, 
And pluck two comets, down, to ſerve for eyes, 
Dawb thy diſmal face with blood ! 
And, with extenſive /{ride, crofling the trembling 
flood! | 
Of fire-embroider'd ſmoke, throw on a wind- 
ſhook robe, 
And ſhoot thy ſhade over half the globe! 
In thy right hand, lift quiv'ring Iight'nings 
high |! 
Hardly held, and mad to fly ! 
From thy rais'd /eft, let heaven's loud bolt be 
hurl'd ; 
And roll th' alarming rhunder round the world! 
When wak'd attention pricks her frighted 
ear, | 
And ſtalking apprebenfion pants, with fear! 
When all the ſtarting nations, upward, look, 
By convulſive horror ſhook ! 
Borrow 
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Borrow the northern wind's big voice, and then 

Three times pronounce, O yes ! and, thus, ad- 
dreſs the ſons of men 


i 7 
Hear, ye people! far, and wide! 
Reaſon's force will, now, be try'd ! 
Tremble, ye Tyrants ] at the near defence, 
Of long-oppreſs'd and helpleſs Innocence. 
Where is the wretch, who deep-entrench'd, in 
State, 
Impiouſly, defies his fate! 
And dares be wicked, without bounds, becauſe im- 
menſely great ? 
Him, let injur'd Virtue ſhow ! 
And we proclaim ourſelves his foe / 
Fortunate 2ſur pers, quake ! 
Let the forc'd /brones, whole ſeats, uncall'd, 
ye take, 
Beneath your pond'rous ruin ſhake ! 
Or, let 'em ſwell, to throw you out : or, with your 
fortunes, break: 


Ropine, diſguiſed in /aw! oppreſſion, arm'd 
with wealth ! 
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Rock-hearted cruelty, and ſcornful pride ! 
Hear ! and tremble, when ye know, 
We, the great healers, bring th' unhappy — 
| health ! 


And draw the horn, from virtue's bleeding 
fide. 
Ye ſap-engrofling weeds, which but for mſchief 
grow | | 
Pay plunder'd excellence, ye ſlaves! the vaſt ar- 
rears, you owe, 


Or, we pronounce ourſelves your mortal fee, 
Wiſdom, knowledge, juſtice, art, 
Peace, meekneſs, truth, and ſanctity of heart! 
Difcourag'd induſtry ! unfriended grief! 
Charity] gentleneſs ! and, to be brief, 
Each weeping Virtue, that deſerves, and has not 
found relief ! 
March, and join us; we are friends | 
What, tho' your numbers are but few ? 
Our muſter's well-weigh'd ſtrength at- 
"ends 1 
Where flow is wanting, ſub/ance makes 
amends 
We, your allies, can lend you arms — and give 
you courage, too | 


They 


ORIGINAL Po Ms. 327 


XIV. 


They come ! from ev'ry part, they, gather- 


ing fly! 
But, trembling, backward caſt a doubtful eye! 
Aſtoniſh'd, at the hoſtile ſtwarms, which, round 
em ſhad wing, lie! 
SAFETY ! from ſilent caves ariſe |! 
Yon cryſtal pillar, from heaven's palace, 
break, 
And cope it down to our Allies! 
"Twill a glitt'ring Cauſeway make 
So! they are paſt! encamp em, on th' aſ- 
cent! 
Stretch out the bright diviſions, line by line! 
Unfold our milky en/jzn5 to the wid! 
Draw the battalions down, in juſt extent; 
And bid the iron face of battle ſhine J 
What's this! the raſh audacious, foe, 
Far from fear, and mad with pride, 
Scorns to wait a threaten'd blow ; 
And this way turns invaſion's tide | 
They will not ay, it ſeems, to be a ſecond time 
defy'd! _ 5 
= They 
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They weigh ! they jail ! they ſpread ! from 
evry part; 
Numbers, following numbers, ſtart! 
Their navies hide the ſea, thro' which they 
faoeep ; 
And th' o'er-labour'd wind, grown /ich, at 
heart, 
Aſter the flagging canvaſs ſeems to creep; 
And groans, behind, oppreſs'd with weight, ſo 
ſtrong, | 
That pufling florms, with cheeks Half burſt, ſcarce 
puſh it ſow along. 
We + 
'Tis worth our wonder, Fancy! fince we are 
Poſleſs'd, at once, of the whole realm of war, 
Whence, thoſe prodigious Magazines ſhou'd 
ſpring, | 
Which nations, 2//-ally'd, do, thus, againſt us, 
bring! | 
At times, exported hence, at grſt, they went, 
Like naval ſtores, from Chriſtendom, to Barbary 
rovers ſent: 
And hoarded long, to be, at laſt, ill ſpent, 
Come, now, againſt their Mother's boſom 


bent ! i 
Since 
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Since it is thus, we'll rent arms pre- 
pare! 
Our terrors ſhall new, unknown, habits wear: 
And, like our Cauſe, our weapons, too, ſhall huge 
advantage bear 
Nature, our confederate found ; 
And Proteus' art our captive bound ; 
What force can earth, againſt us, bring, which 
theſe ſhall not confound !_ 
Hear ! thou tall fore/t ! from thy loos'ning 
| root, | 
Hither, thy piny offspring ſhoot ! 
And thou, proud 5% of gloom-arreſting 
Oak ! 
Through whoſe cloſe ranks, the day's light 
horſe ne'er broke, 
With reverend awe, confeſs the mighty call! 
Nod conſent, — and, groaning, fall ! 
Now, ſwift, together ruſb again, once more 
cloſer, join, 
With animated, ſympathetic, Fine: 
Embrace, at once, and new in form, with con- 
cave beauty ſhine! 
Deſcend, compleat, and plow the flood, i in naval- 


bodied line ! 
Scorn 
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Scorn the Help of canvaſs wings! 
Art ſhall lend ſelf- moving ſprings ! 
Your active forms ſhall never need, attend the 
humorous wind : 
Self-oar'd, with ſpoky fins, your furrowing 
heels, | 
Shall daſh the billows back, with living 


wheels : 


And ſtriking, ſwiftly, every mark, defign'd, 
Sweep on, thro' winds, and rides, averſe, and 
leave the gales, behind. 


XVI. Sen 
Mountain ! open thy hot breaſt; thy iron 
ſinews rain! 
Bleed, at every nit'rous vein ! 
Yawn horrible! and, with convulſive pains, 
Burſt thy flame-lab'ring Head! and ſhoot thy 
mineral brains ! 
Take 'em, art! and mix em well! 
Thcu can'ſt the dark proportions tell! 
Let death the bitter kernel be, and forge thou 
thick the ſhell ! | 
Kindle a fire, like /ight'ning, blue! 
And, that its dreadful work, it may, un- 
erring, do, EEE 
1 Breathe 
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Breathe a living ſpirit thro”, 
And give the deadly compound gt, and 
| force, and fwiftneſs, too! 
Take this new gigantic, mould; 
And, by it, form ſuch TuBes, as may 
befit 
The maſs, which their impregnate wombs 
muſt hold! 
Ram their greedy throats with it; 
And teach new thunders, to out- mouth the 
old ! 

Hold ! It not ſuffices, yet! 
Not one advantage ſhall the proud foe boaſt ; 
Tis not enough, that viclory we get, 
Unleſs the gain is ours, with nothing loft ! 

Bid yon aërial ſubſtance ſhed its down ; 


Spin it thick, and weave it ſtrong | 


Draw out the force-repelling texture long | 
And, with it, fence each veſſel round, like 
ſome well bulwark'd town ; 

Now, we are proof againſt their gather d 
pride, 

hee all their batteries, on us, hourly, try'd / 
Breathleſs and dead, their fruitleſs force, ſhall 
kiſs our ſoft*ned fide, 


” — 
— — — 
— —— 
— —— 
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XVII. 


Embark | ye well- appointed few, embark ! 
Put out, and meet the number-truſting foe ! 
Their circling fleet has made the day look 
dark, 
And ſeems, in ſable dreſs'd, to mourn the 
coming blow /! 
Ruſh againſt em gore em through 
Bear em down, beneath the ſea ! 


As weeds before the furrowing plow, torn up, 
and buried be 
If, while, onward, ye purſue, 
On either /ide, they flank ye, too; 
At once, clear all your thunder's dreadful 
throats, 
| And roar deſtruction out, in paſſant notes! 
'Tis done! and, gloriouſly, the baniſh'd 
day, 
Which, late, their gloomy ſquadrons chas'd 
away! 
Reſtor d, triumphant, ſhines with tenfold 
light : 
Their curling ruin ſhines to heaven, and makes 
the ſun more bright! 


See! 
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See ! ſee! mark well this ſcene, recording 


fame J 


The hiſſing ocean toils, with vain deſire, 
To guench, with ſpouting waves, the batt' ling 
flame; 


But ſcorcb'd, with clinging heat, and mad 


with ſhame, 


Does every way, at once, in blazing tides, 


retire, 


And, flying, rights th' aſtoniſh'd world, with 


floods of liquid fire. 
Pride-ſwol'n oppreſſion, now, hot vengeance 
feels 5 
Their falling flags bluſh deep, in blood / 
And hide their ſhame within the flood “ 
Their maſts turn downward, and th' uplifted 
keels | 


Float, reverſe, with wave-waſh'd reels ! “ 


And all th' extended /frengih, but now, fo 


proudly gay, 
Like ſnow-top'd fields, o'er-run by fire, melts 
all, at once, away. 


XVIII. 
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XVII.. 
Whither ſhall we; now, proceed? 
Turn your Heads, to yon white ſhore ; 
Follow fortune, ſtill, with ſpeed, 
Ye, who wou'd engage her more ! 
It matters nothing, what we, now, have done: 
Or, vi#'ry muſt be well purſued, or, ſhe is 
never won. 
Ha! what means yon op'ning ſcene? 
The warlike land is gilded o'er, 
With glitt'ring arms, in diſtant marches, 
ſeen, 
And graceful 7roops that edge the guarded 
ſhore! 
And, from behind, to cloſe us up, between, 
A huge half moon, of naval ſtrength, 
Stretch'd, in gay, and pompous length, 
Advances on us, ſlow, and well afſur'd : 
Theſe cannot of the number be, who, late, ſuch 
4% endur'd ! 
Mark the impatient haſte of thoſe, behind ! 
As if verjoy'd an Enemy to ind; 
Their wanton ftreamers laſh the lazy wind, 
And, 
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And, like their genius, hov'ring in the air! 
See! That glorious ſomething, there! 
Which does a form unuſual ſeem. to bear; 


Moving awful; looking kind : 
Now, glides, before, to light em on; now, 
chears em up, behind. 
In ſhapea Lion, fierce, and ſtrong it ſeems, 
But, like ſome figure fancy-form'd, that fills 
mens active dreams; 
An Eagle's Talon's and keen Sill, it dreadful 
| ſeems to bear; 


An Eagle's broad, and ſhad'wy wings, direct it 
thro' the air! 


| XIX. 
Obſerve ! what's he ! who ſolemnly ſevere, 
With grave, and awful Senſe of maje/ty, 
Hemm'd with reverence does appear! 
Whoſe eye ſo piercing ſeems to be! 
Whoſe forehead wears Beneficence, to temper 
5 dignity | 
Who marches, ſtately, down yon. hill, 
to ſee | 
But not to ſee, with fear! 
To look, and judge, what we may be ! 
Ye 
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Ye powers where are we? — How did 
fancy ſteer ? 
I know the hero, now he draws more near 
How came we, b/:nd!y, thus to touch a ſhore, 
Thus, hoſtilely, a land explore, 
Where heaven does only bleſſings ſtore! 
Where wailing /orrow ſhall be heard, no 
more, RT 
Nor virtue Cer, in vain, the help of power 
implore ! 
Away! heave anchor] we've no buſineſs, 


here | G 
Yet ſtay ! divinely led, I err, th' unmeant gcod 
| to blame 


Inſpir'd, at once, I ſer, and own, twas hea- 
ven's unerring aim | 
Hail! immortal ſon of fame! 
Take theſe legions, they are thine ! 
With, heirs, thy navy ſhall, reſiſtleſs join: 
And virtue's ſquadrons, led by thee, o'er earth's 
whole ſurface ſhine. 
Root out pre n, whereſoeꝰer ſhe grows, 
Let ſtubborn Hranny fall dead, beneath thy 
pond'rous blows ! 
And, over all the wide-watch'd world, leave 
innocence no foes, 
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Ak of ACTING. 


An Ess AY on the ART of 
ACTING. 


HE firſt dramatic principle, (and it 
muſt be always uppermoſt, in a good 
actor's memory, if he hopes to reach perfecti- 
on in his buſineſs) is the following : 


To act a paſſion well, the actor never muſt 
attempt its imitation, till his fancy has concei- 
ved ſo ſtrong an image, or idea, of it, as to 
move the ſame impreſſive ſprings within his 
mind, which form that paſſion, when tis un- 
deſigned, and natural. 


Tus is an abſolutely neceſſary, and the only 
general rule. And let no actor apprehend it 
over difficult. The practice of it ſhall be 
laid down clearly; and it will be found ex- 
tremely eaſy and delightful, both in ſtudy, and 
in execution. — And, the truth of its foun- 

2 2 dation, 
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dation, that it is wholly built on nature, is evi. 
dent, beyond diſpute, upon examining its ef. 
fects, in this deduction, from their cauſes, 


_ iſt, Tur imagination muſt conceive a ſtrong 
idea of the paſſion. 


2dly, Bu r that idea cannot Arongly be concei- 
ved, without impreſſing its own form upon 
the muſcles of the face. 


3dly, Nox can the look be muſcularly ſtamp'd, 
without communicating, inſtantly, the ſame 
impreſſion, to the muſcles of the body. 


4thly, Tux muſcles of the body, (brac'd, or 
flack, as the idea was an active or a paſſive 
one) muſt, in their natural, and not to be 
avoided conſequence, by impelling or re- 
tarding the flow of the animal ſpirits, trani- 
mit their own conceiv'd ſenſation, to the 
ſound of the voice, and to the diſpoſition of 

the geſture. 


AND this is a ſhort abſtract of the Art, in its 


moſt comprehenfive and reduced idea. 
BuT 
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Bur there muſt follow Applications of the 


general rule, by particular references, = the 
practical uſe of the actor. 


AN p, firſt, it ſhould be noted, that there are 
only ten dramatic paſſions; — that is, paſſions, 
which can be diftinguiſhed by their outward 
marks, in action; all others being relative to, 
and but varied degrees of, the foregoing. 


Theſe are the ten Dramatic Paſſions: 
Joy, Grief, Fear, Anger, Pity, Scorn, Hatred, 
Jealouſy, Wonder, and Love. 


And now, for application of the rule, to 
each of theſe, in its particular diſtinction: 


APPLICATION I 
Tipe an Aclor is fo ay Joy. 
'D EFINITION, 
Joy is Pride, poſſeſſed of Triumph. 
It is a warm and conſcious expanſion of th. 


heart, indulging ſenſe of preſent pleaſure, and 
L 3 comparing 


4 
if 
| 


1 
; 
{ 

4 

. 

| 
| 

| 
i 
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comparing it with paſt Affliction: It cannot, 
therefore, be expreſſed without vivacity, in 
look, air, and accent. 


Bur it will be proper, for diſtinguiſhing the 
modes of repreſenting this, and every other paſ- 
ſion, to conſider their effect on ſpeeches, 
wherein that particular paſſion governs, which 
is about to be attempted by the ſpeaker. 


Ap, for ever, let it be the firſt and chief 
care of an actor, who aſpires to ſhine, in his 
profeſſion, to diſcover where, in all his cha- 
racters, the writer has intended any change of 


paſſions. For, unleſs the paſſion is firſt known, 


how is it poſſible it ſhould be painted ? 


502 for inſtance, is the paſſion, in the 
following tranſport of Torriſmond : 


* Oh heaven! ſhe pities me. 
And pity, ſtill, fore-runs approaching love; 
As light'ning does the thunder. Tune your 
harps, 


. 
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« Ye angels! to that ſound : And thou, my 


heart ! 
« Make room — to entertain the flowing joy! 


When the actor has diſcove: ed, that the paſſion, 
in this place, is Joy, he muſt not, upon any 
account, attempt the utterance of one ſingle 
word, till he has, firſt, compelled his fancy to 
conceive an idea of joy. And it would be his 
natural, tho' moſt difficult, way, to endeavour 
the effacement of all note, or image of himſelf, 
and forcibly bind down his fancy to ſuppoſe, 
that he is, really, Torr:/mond—that he is in love 
with Leonora, and has been bleſs'd, beyond his 
hope, by her kind declaration, in his favour. 


Bur there is a ſhorter road, to the ſame end, 
and it ſhall, in due place, be ſhown him. 
When he believes himſelf poſſeſſed of the idea 
of joy, that would not fail to warm a ſtrong 
conception, let him not imagine the impreſſion 
rightly hit, 'till he has examin'd both his face 
and air, in a long, upright, looking glaſs; for 
there, only, will he meet with a ſincere and 
undeceivable teſt of his having ſtrongly 
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enough, or too ſlackly, adapted his fancy to the 
purpoſe before him. 


Ir, for example, his brow, in the glaſs, ap- 
pears brow- bent, or cloudy, his neck bowing, 
and relaxed, his breaſt not thrown gracefully 
back, and elate; if he ſees his arm ſwing lan- 
guid, or hang motionleſs, his back-bone re- 
poſed, or unſtraiten'd, and the joints of his hip, 
knee, and ancle, not ſtrong-brac'd, by ſwelling 
out the ſine ws to their full extent—All, or any 
of theſe ſpiritleſs ſigns, in the glaſs, may con- 
vince him, that he has too faintly conceived 
the impreſſion : and, at once, to prove it, to his 
own full ſatisfaction, let him, at that time, en- 
deavour to ſpeak out, with a voice as high rai- 
ſed as he pleaſes, he will find, that, in that lan- 
guid ſtate of muſcles, he can never bring it to 

ſound joy : no, not tho' the ſenſe of the words 
were all rapture ; but, in ſpite of the utmoſt 
poſſible ſtrain upon his lungs, his tone will be 
too ſullen, or too mournful, and carry none of 
the muſick of ſprightlineſs. But, if on the 
contrary, he has hit the conception, exactly, he 
will have the pleaſure, in that caſe, to obſerve, 


in 
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in the glaſs, that his forehead appears open, 


and rais'd, his eye ſmiling, and ſparkling, his 
neck will be ſtretch'd; and erect, without ſtiff- 
neſs, as if it would add new height to his ſta- 
ture ; his breaſt will be inflated, and majeſti- 


cally backen'd ; his back. bone erect, and all 


the joints of his arm, wriſt, fingers, hip, knee, 
and ancle, will be high-ſtrung, and brac'd 
boldly. And zow, if he attempts to ſpeak oy, 
all the ſpirit of the paſſion will aſcend in his 
accents, and the very tone of his voice will 
ſeem to out-rapture the meaning. 


As to the reaſon of all this, it is as clear as 
the conſepuence. For theſe are nature's own 
marks, and impreſſions, on the body, in caſes 
where the paſſion is produced by involuntary 
emotions. — And when natural impreſſions 
are imitated, exactly, by art, the effect of ſuch 


art muſt ſeem natural. 


Bur, bares difficulties wou'd ariſe, i in the 


practice of ſo ſtrong a conception, before fancy 
is become ductile enough, to aſſume ſuch im- 


preſſions, at will, (as in the inſtance of joy, 


now 
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now before us) the actor taking the ſhorter 
road, above promis d him, may help his defec- 
tive idea, in a moment, by annexing, at once, 
the /ook to the idea, in the very inſtant, while 
he is bracing his nerves into ſpringineſs: for 
ſo, the image, the look, and the muſcles, all 
concurring, at once, to the purpoſe, their effect 
will be the ſame, as if each had ſucceeded an- 
other, progreſſively. 


To convince himſelf of the natural truth of 
theſe principles, he has nothing to do but, firſt, 
to ſpeak the foregoing example of ey, with his 
look grave, or idle, and his nerves eas'd or 
languid; and immediately afterwards, repeat 
the fame ſpeech, with a ſmile of delight in his 
eye, and with his joints all brac'd high, and his 
ſinews extended — his own ear will become 
his acknowledg'd inſtructor. 


ART OF ACTING. 


APPLICATION 2. 
How an Aclor is to expreſs Grief. 


DEFINITION. 


Grief is Diſuppointment, void of Hope. 


It is a mournful and un-ſtruggling reſignation 
of defence, to apprehenſion of calamity : and 
therefore muſt require, to exprels it rightly, a 
ſad look, careleſs air, and voice un-rais'd, and 
indolent. 


For a ſpeech, wherein this melancholy re- 
verſe of the foregoing paſſion is expreſſed, to 


the wiſh of an actor, we may borrow a ſecond 


time, from the ſame Torr:ſmond : 


But, I have been in ſuch a diſmal place! 


Where joy ne'er enters, which the ſun ne er 


chears, 8 

% Bound in with darkneſs, overſpread with 
damps, 

Where I have ſeen if I could ſay, I ſaw — 


"M The good old kin g- magjeſtic, even in bands! 
And, midſt his griefs, moſt venerably great! 


By 
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« By a dim winking lamp, that feebly broke 

*« The gloomy vapours, he lay, ſtretch d along, 

« Upon th' unwholeſome ground, his eyes caſt 
low; 

« And, ever and anon, a filent tear 


* Stoledown, and trickled from his aged cheek. 


A ſpeaker, who would diftrefs his imagina- 
tion, into a compleat affumption of the forrow 
expreſſed in theſe lines, will firft confider, that 
grief being a paſſion the moſt oppoſite in na- 
ture to joy, his look, that before was enhven'd, 
muſt, now, in a moment, take a mournful and 
declin'd impreſſion. His muſcles muſt fall 
looſe, and be unbrac'd into the habit of lan- 
guor.— And, then, no ſooner ſhall his nerves 
have form'd themſelves to this lax diſpofition, 
for complying with the melancholy demand of 
the ſentiments, than his voice alfo will affociate 
its ſound to the plaintive reſignation of his geſ- 
ture, and the reſult, both in air, and in accent, 
will be the moſt moving reſemblance of a 
heart-felt and paſſionate forrow. Whereas, 
let him endeavour with all poſſible induſtry, 
ſo to fadden his voice, without a previous ac- 
commodation 
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commodation of his look, and his ſine ws, to the 
faintneſs of the image intended, his tone will be 
hard, auſtere, and unfeeling — and more and 
more remote from the true ſound of diſtreſs, 
in exact proportion to the ſpring, he retained 
on his nerves, and the vigour, that had over- 


animated his eye, or too ardently quicken'd his 
geſture. 


APPLICATION 3. 
How Fear ought to be acted. 


DEFINITION. 
Fear is grief, diſcerning and avoiding N 


It is an apprehenſive, but unſinew'd ſtruggle, 
betwixt caution, and deſpair: It cannot there- 
fore be expreſſed, but by a look alarm'd and 


watchful, with a voice and air, un- animated. 


Take , for example, of this paſhon, the fol- 
lowing ſhort ſpeech, from Clarence, in Shake- 
ear s Richard the Third : 


O! I have paſs'd a miſerable night! [ 
< So full of fearful dreams! of ugly fights ! 
| That, 


: 
— — — - - —_— _ _ — —_ 
c — — — — a Br — — — _—_—_ — —_ — — 
— — * on — = — - = — — — — — — 
—_— — ET reg KT 2 — | | = 
. r — <= > " — - — p — —— — — — — — — — — — —— = - = = 
a - = > — — — — — * — — —— 4 « m——— — — — — — — = £ AI 
* — — — — — - 2 — — - o — - — — — = => — 72 - — <p 4 : — —— — - = = — ===> 
= : 4 | - | . ; = — — — —— — — — — 7 —  -- — — — == — þ —_ — — — — —— — oy 
| 1 —— — ——— 2 —— TE — FT —ͤ— - — IE ET = —— BE . — =D — 
2 w — = SE ES. —— MEE — A — — 
2 om = - — 1 54 E. 4 7 — = * © 2 - 
— P td nds. 9 er EIS TX. - 2 8 uf 
Ls ; +. A her 
- — 1 
— 


AC © Ss... es be Sh 


350 An ESSAY oN THE 
« That, as I am a chriſtian faithful man, 
] wou'd not ſpend another ſuch a night; 
% 'Tho' 'twere to buy a world of happy days! 
e So full of diſmal terror was the time |! 


HERE, an actor, who would impreſs his 
imagination with a natural idea of fear, will 
moſt effectually repreſent it, by aſſuming the 
fame languor, in look, and in muſcles, that 
was, juſt now, deſcribed, as peculiar to grzef. 
For then, if he would ſtrike out, in an inſtant, 
the diſtinction, by which fear is diverſified 
from ſorrow, let him only, in place of that re- 
ſign'd, plaintive, paſſive, diſtreſs, that is proper 
to grzef, add ( without altering the relax'd ſtate 
of his nerves) a ſtarting apprehenſive, and liſt- 
ning alarm to his look; keeping his eyes wide- 
ly ſtretch'd, but unfix'd ; his mouth ſtill, and 
open ; his ſteps light and ſhifting, — yet, his 
joints unbrac'd, faint, nerveleſs. — And, then 
will his whole air expreſs the true piQure of 
FEAR, and his voice, too, ſcund it ſignificantly. 


Bur, ſtill — This caution, let the thinking 
Actor forever take care to remember — That 


he 


9. 
9 
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he is not to begin to utter, even ſo much as a 
ſingle word, till he has firſt reflected on and 
felt the idea; and then adapted his look, and 
his nerves to expreſs it. But as ſoon as this 
pathetic ſenſation has ſtrongly and fully im- 
printed his fancy, let him, then — and never 
a moment before — attempt to give the Speech 
due utterance. — So ſhall he always hit the 
right and touching ſenſibility of tone, and move 
his auditors, impreſſingly: whereas, ſhould he, 
with an unfeeling volubility of cadence, hurry 
on from one over-leap'd diſtinction to another, 
without due adaption of his look and muſcles, 
to the meaning proper to the Paſſion, he will 
never ſpeak to hearts; nor move himſelf, nor 
any of his audience, beyond the ſimple and 
unanimating, verbal ſenſe ; without the Hpirit 
of the writer. 


* 


Bes1DEs the reputation of a fine and a pa- 
thetic ſpeaker, and a feeler, and inſpirer, of 
the Paſſions, he will derive another benefit and 
grace, from ſuch a natural practice ; for, the 
time, which it muſt neceſſarily take, ſo to con- 
form his look and nerves to the ſucceſſive 

| 5 Changes, 
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changes of the Paſſions, will preſerve his 
Voice, at every turn, by giving it due Refts : 
allowing frequent and repeated opportunities 
for a recovery of its waſted ſtrength, in eaſy 
and un- noted Breathings : And, yet, all ſuch 
beautiful and penſive pauſing places, will at 
the ſame time, appear to an audience, but the 
ſtrong and natural attitudes of thinking, and 
the inward. agitations of a heart, that is, in 
truth, diſturb'd, and ſhaken. -— Whereas the 
glib, round, rolling, emptineſs of an unpauſing 
inſignificance in ſpeaking (far from painting, 
or reſembling, nature) repreſents no image at 
all, to a diſcerning audience, but that of a full 
Player's memory; pouring out its over- mea- 
ſure with no meaning, from a Voice that nei- 
ther touches, nor is touch'd by, character. 


APPLICATION 4. 
How ANGER ought to be acted. 
DEFINITION. 

ANGER 7s Pride provok'd beyond Regard of 

5 Caution. 
Ir is a fierce and unreſtrain'd effuſion of 
Reproach and Inſult: It muſt therefore be ex- 
preſs'd, 
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preſs d, impatiently, by a firey propenſion in 
the eye, with a diſturb'd and threat'ning air, 
and with a voice ſtrong, ſwift, and often inter- 


rupted by high ſwells of choaking indignation. 


To explain this paſſion, two examples will 
be neceſſary: the firſt, not ſo much for con- 
taining the paſſion itſelf, as a great actor's rules, 
for feeling and expreſſing it, with nature's ipi- 
rit and propriety. And I do this right, to 
Shakeſpear, with a double pleaſure, as the in- 
ſtance carries with it a clear evidence, how 
much the play-houſe old tradition wrongs his 
memory ; for they report him a performer, of 
no power or compaſs, and but of a low rate in 
his profeſſion, as to aun 


THe ſecond ſpeech ſhall ug for an example 
of the paſſion, with an explanation of two dif- 
ferent modes, whereby nature has diſtinguiſh'd 
its expreſſion. | 


SHAKESPEAR'S comes firſt ; and is, at once, 
a rule and example: 


Vol. IV. A a 25 Now, 


354 An ESSAY ON THE 


« Now imitate the action of the. tyger ; 

« Stiffen the ſinews, ſummon up the blood; 
Lend fierce and dreadful aſpect to the eye: 
“ Set the teeth cloſe, and ſtretch the noſtril 


wide, 
Hold hard the breath, and bend up every 
ſpirit, 
« To its full height. — : 


IT were impoflible to draw a picture of an- 
ger, more naturally, or an inſtruction, more 
compleat and clear, for expreſling it! 


iſt, Tus ſinews being brac'd ſtrong, thro' 
all the joints of the body, the blood (as a con- 
ſequence unavoidable) is ſummon'd up, that is, 
impelled into violent motion. 


2dly, Tux look becomes adapted, and adds 


 ferceneſs to the paſſion, by the fire, that flaſhes 
from the eye. 


zdly, Tye ſelting. of the Zeeth, and wide 
expanſion of the noſtrils, follow naturally — be- 
cauſe inſeparable from an enrag'd bent of. the 
eye-brow. _ TS: AND, 
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AND, 4thly, The breath being held hard, as 
Interrupted or reſtrained, by the tumultuous 
precipitation of the ſpirits, they muſt neceſſarily 
become inflamed, themſelves, and will commu- 
nicate their ardour to the voice, and motion. 


AnD ſo this paſſion of anger is bent up to its 
full height—as Shakeſpear, with alluſion to the 
ſpring upon the finews, hath expreſſed it. 


I EXPLAIN this paſſage, to demonſtrate his 
great {kill in acting: and in hopes, the player's 
obſervation, that this fav'rite genius of their 
own profeſſion, had ideas of the art, fo plainly 
founded on the very principles ſuſtained in this 
eſſay, will recommend it, with more weight, 
from the partiality of their affection. 


Bur, to return to my own notes— it here de- 
ſerves reflection, by how very ſmall a ſepara- 
tion, nature has disjoined the outlines of two 
paſſions, ſeemingly, the leaſt conformable to 
one another, Few would imagine, that the li- 
neaments of oy and anger ſhould unite in any 

a point 
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« Now imitate the action of the tyger ; 

« Stiffen the ſinews, ſummon up the blood; 
Lend fierce and dreadful aſpect to the eye: 
e Set the teeth cloſe, and ſtretch the noſtril 


| wide, 
« Hold hard the breath, and bend up every 
ſpirit, 
« To its full height. — I 


Ir were impoſſible to draw a picture of an- 


ger, more naturally, or an inſtruction, more 
compleat and clear, for expreſſing it ! 


iſt, Tus ſinews being brac'd ſtrong, thro” 
all the joints of the body, the blood (as a con- 
{ſequence unavoidable) is ſummon'd up, that is, 
impelled into violent motion. 


 2dly, Tun look becomes adapted, and adds 
fierceneſs to the paſſion, by the fire, that flaſhes 


from the 95. 


_ TE ſetting_of the teeth, and wide 
expanſion of the no/trils, follow naturally — be- 
cauſe inſeparable from an enrag'd bent of the 


eye-bro w. AND, 
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_ An, 4thly, The breath being held hard, as 
Interrupted or reſtrained, by the tumultuous 
precipitation of the ſpirits, they muſt neceſſarily 
become inflamed, themſelves, and will commu- 
nicate their ardour to the voice, and motion. 


AND ſo this paſſion of anger is bent up to its 
full height — as Shakeſpear, with alluſion to the 
ſpring upon the ſine ys, hath expreſſed it. 


I EXPLAIN this paſſage, to demonſtrate his 
great ſkill in acting: and in hopes, the player's 
obſervation, that this fav'rite genius of their 
own profeſſion, had ideas of the art, fo plainly 
founded on the very principles ſuſtained in this 
eſſay, will recommend it, with more weight, 
from the partiality of their affection. 


Bur, to return to my own notes— it here de- 
ſerves reflection, by how very ſmall a ſepara- 
tion, nature has disjoined the outlines of two 
paſſions, ſeemingly, the leaſt conformable to 
one another. Few would imagine, that the li- 
neaments of joy and anger ſhould unite in any 

Aa2 point 
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point of ſtrong reſemblance ! And yet, tis evi- 
dent, they only differ in a change of look : 
For, as to the intenſely bracing up the nerves, 
that is the ſame, exactly, in both paſſions, and 
the ſole diſtinction lies in this a ſmile upon 
the eye, in bodies ſtrongly braced, compels the 
voice to ſound of joy — while frowns, in the 
ſame eye (without the ſmalleſt alteration of the 
muſcles) immediately transform the gay ſound, 
to a dreadful one. 


As for the ſecond ſpeech, which will be ne- 
ceſſary, to explain the natural difference above 
declared, relating to . modes of anger —it may 
be taken from the Orphan; — Tis Chamont, 
who ſpeaks : 


— © I fay, my ſiſter's wrong'd ; 

« Monimia— my ſiſter: born, as high, 

« And noble, as Caſlalio.— Do her juſtice, 

« Or, by the gods! I'll lay a ſcene of blood, 
© Shall make this dwelling horrible, to nature, 
« Tl do't, * —Hark, you, my Lord! 
* Your ſon — Caſtalio 
« Take him to your cloſet, and, there, teach 

him manners. | 


'Tro' 
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THo' the paſſion, throughout all this ſpeech, 
is furious, and intemperate anger, yet nature 
has divided it, into two ſuch different tones of 
utterance, that tho' it would be impropriety, 
to a degree of folly, to pronounce that part 
foregoing the ſtar, in the 6th line, any other 
way, than with a fierce, vindictive air, and 
voice high rais'd, inſulting, and impatient. — 
The remainder (from that ſtar) muſt, on the 
contrary, be expreſſed, by affectation of a low 
conſtrain'd, and almoſt whiſper'd compoſure, 
concealing a flow, ſmother'd, inward rancour, 
by a mutter'd ironical repreſſion of voice, 
ſtrained through the teeth, in a pretended re- 
ſtraint of indignation. And when, from ſuch 
reliefs, as it were, of paſſion, the rage breaks 
out, again, into ſhrill and exclamatory loudneſs, 
the repreſentation becomes movingly varied, 
and natural; and the voice ſeems to preſerve a 
kind of muſical modulation, even in madneſs. 


Aa} APPLI- 


358 An ESSAY ON Tur 


APPLICATION 5. 
How PIT ts to be expreſſed by an Actor, 


DEFINITION. 
Pity is ative Grief for another's Afliction. 
It is a ſocial ſadneſs of heart, propelled by an 
auxiliary diſpoſition of the ſpirits, giving tenſion 
to impreſſed and ſtraining muſcles : It cannot, 
therefore be expreſſed, but by a look of ſorrow, 
with a brac'd and animated geſture. 


TaxE the following example, from Bel- 
mour, in the Fatal Extravagance. 


« Oh! could I feel no miſery, but my own, 
© How eaſy were it for this ſword, to free me, 
From every anguiſh, that imbitters life! 

*© But, when the grave has given my ſorrows 

| reſt, 
* Where ſhall my miſerable wife find comfort? 
„ Uniriended, and alone, in want's bleak 
| form, | 
Not all th' angelic virtues of her mind 
„ WHl flnield her, from th' unpitying world's 
derifion. 


an it be kind to leave her, fo expos'd ? 
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Ir an actor ſhould endeavour to touch the 
expreſſiveneſs of the paſſion, conceiv'd in this 
ſpeech, without having previouſly adapted his 
look to the ſenſation peculiar to pity, he wou'd 
never, (tho' his voice were the fineſt and moſt 
muſical in nature) be able to ſucceed in his 
purpoſe: for his tone wou'd be ſometimes too 
earneſt, and ſharp, and ſometimes too languid 
and melancholy. — But let him, firſt, ſtrain his 
muſcles into the tenſion, above required, for 
expreſſion of joy, and if, then, he adds the 
look, that is proper to grzef, the reſult of this 
mix' d co-operation of contraries (of a viſage 
peculiar to ſorrow, with a ſpring on the muſ- 
cles adapted to joy) will immediately produce 
the geſture, the voice, and the feeling expreſ- 
five of pity.— And the more ſtrongly he braces 
his nerves, in oppoſition to the diſtreſs, that re- 
laxes his look, the more beautifully will he 
touch the concern, till his utterance paints it, 
as one may ſay, to the ear. For, by effect of a 
ſtrugg gle, that will be form'd in his mind, be- 
tween the grief, that has ſoften'd his eye, and 
the force, that invigorates his muſcles, there 
will ariſe a pathetic and tremblin g interrupted- 
Aa 4 neſs 


360 An ESSAY on Tur 


neſs. of ſenſible ſound, that muſt affect a whole 


audience, with a participated concern in the 
paſlion. 


APPLICATION 6. 
How SCoRN ought to be expreſs'd by an Actor, 


DEFINITION. 
SCORN is neghgent Anger. 
That is—anger, againſt objects, which excite no 
eſteem : it is therefore un-brac'd into eaſineſs. 
See an example, in the following anſwer of Ba- 
jagt, to Axalla's declaration, from Tamerlane. 


« Bear back thy fulſome greeting, to thy maſ- 
ter; 
« Tell him, I'll none on't. — 
* Had he been a God, 
« All his omnipotence could not reſtore 
The radiancy of majeſty eclips'd. * 
For ought, beſides, it is not worth my care : 


The giver, and his gifts, are both deſp:s'd ! 


In this ſpeech, the beginning, and the end, 
contain manifeſt ſcorn: But, in the middle 
part, which is, therefore, diſtinguiſhed, be- 


tween 
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ween two ſtars, the paſſion riſes into nervous 
and exclamatory violence. 


ALL the reſt, to be rightly expreſſed, in the 
acting, will require the ſeeming contraſt of an 
unſinewy ſlackneſs of muſcles, to a look, that 
flames with anger and inſult. 


THERE is, however, and a ſkillful actor will 
always remember to note it, a gayer and very 
different ſpecies of ſcorn, on leſs ſolemn occa- 
ſions, where the lowneſs of figure, or of power, 
in ſome light inſignificant object, or the un- 
alarming impertinence of ſome vain, but not 
dangerous, levity, only call for a contempt, 
unconnected with anger.—And this lighter ex- 
preſſion of ſcorn will be hit moſt effectually, 
by preſerving the ſame diſpoſition of muſcles, 
that was required in the other but accompa- 
nied, by a look, that is ſmiling and placid, in- 
ſtead of the frown, that took place, in the 
former, 


APPLI- 
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APPLICATION 5. 
How HATRED 7s to be expreſs d by an Aclor. 


DEFINITION. 
HATRED 7s reſtrained, yet laſting Anger. 
It is a cloſe, abhorrent, hoſtile, diſpoſition of 
the heart, averted by ill-will, but guarded by 
precaution : To expreſs it rightly, it demands 
a look of malice, with a geſture of reſtrained 
impatience. 


Bajazet will give example, in another ſpeech, 
concerning Tamerlane. 


<« The Tarter is my bane—I cannot bear him, 
© One heaven and earth, can never hold us, 
both. | 
6e Still ſhall we hate, and, with defiance deadly, 
40 Keep rage alive 'till one be loſt, for ever. 
« As if two ſuns ſhou'd meet, in the meridian, 
ce And ſtrive, in fiery combat, for the paſſage! 


Unleſs an actor has accuſtomed his reflection 
to examine diſtinctions in paſſion, he will be 
ſurprized, to be told in this place, that there 

| 15 
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is no other difference but the turn of an eye, 
in the expreſſion of hatred and pity. Yet, his 
experience will find it a palpable truth. — For, 
firſt, pity, and hatred, require both of them, 
the ſame intenſe brace upon the joints, and the 
finews ; and then, the characterizing diſtinc- 
tion between them is this : (I mean, but what 
regards their expręſſion — that is, the outward 
marks they impreſs on the body) — Pity, by a 
look of inclination, implies affection, and deſire 
to relieve : whereas hatred, by averting the vi- 
fage, and accompanying that look of abhor- 
' rence, with geſtures of malice and diſapproba- 
tion, proclaims animoſity, and purpoſe of miſ- 
chief The nerves muſt be brac'd, in both 
paſſions alike— becauſe Pity 18 earneſt - and 
Hatred is earneſt: and therefore, the muſcles, 
to expreſs either paſſion, (however oppoſite 


they ſeem to each other) muſt be ſpringy, and 
bent into promptitude. 


Bur the look muſt be different, in each — 
becauſe Pty is earneſt, for bereficence ; and, 
therefore, the eye, (which is the ſhow-glaſs of 

the ſoul) muſt be impreſſed with ideas of gocd- 
neſs ; whereas hatred is earneſt, for miſchief.— 


And 
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And the eye muſt, in conſequence of a malig- 


nant intent in the will, reflect an image of me- 
ditated evil. 


APPLICATIONS. 
How an Actor ſbou d expreſs Jealouſy. 
DzFINITION. = 


Fealouſy, is doubtful Anger, ſtruggling againſt 
Faith and Pity. 


It is a painful ſoftneſs in the heart, reſiſted by 
a vindictive diſpoſition in the ſpirits : It cannot, 
therefore, be expreſs'd without a doubtful va- 
riation, in both look and air, divided and ſuſ- 
pended, betwixt wavering paſſions. 


Bur there are two degrees of ealouſy : re- 
quiring different modes, for their expreſſion. 


So that two examples will be neceſſary ; and 
Othello will ſapply us with them both. 


We ſhall ſee (in this that follows) that firſt 
ſtage of Jealouſy, which is alarm'd, but doubt- 
fully ſuſpicious; and not, yet, confirm'd into 


the 
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the violence of poſitive belzef, and its warm 
conſequences : 


ce — Why doſt thou echo me ? 
« As if there were ſome monſterin thy thought! 
cc Too hideous to beſhewn ! Thou doſt mean 


ſomething 

« —T heard thee ſay but now, thou lik dſt not 
8 

« When Cafjo left my wife. What did'ſt not 
like? 


And, when told thee, that he was my V/riend, 
« And went a woozng for me — with thy brow 
ce Bentand purſs'd up, Thy anſwer was—Tnated ! 
If thou do'ſt love me, tell me—what 


thou thought'ſt.” 


For expreſſing, in a natural manner, theſe 
unfix'd, apprehenſive, reluctant, firſt dawnings 
of jealouſy, the brace upon the nerves muſt be 
but conformable to the unſettled idea. It 
muſt be half bent, and half languid. — The 
Look, too, under the ſame unconcluſive alarm, 
muſt act its part with the indolent muſcles : 
that is, it muſt partake of two oppoſite Paſ- 

TE ſions; 
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tions; Anger, as diſpos'd to catch flame, under 

ſenſe of ſuch injury; — and Pit, as unwilling 
to give way to diſtruſt, againſt, an object ſo en- 
dear'd by affection. 


THE other ſpecies, or rather degree, of this 
Paſſion, is, where Jealouſy extracts confirma- 


tion, from Appearances, which concur toward 
a Proof, 


In this caſe, the nerves muſt aſſume the 
ſtrong brace, that is proper to Anger : And the 
Look muſt expreſs a turbulent Mixture of an- 
guiſh; — from a ſtruggle between fury and 
ſorrow. — See Othello again: 


« I think my wife is honeſt — and think ſhe 
is not! 

ce] think, that thou art juſt, and think, thou art 

| not ! 

« I'll have full Progf. — My name, that was 
as freſh, 5 

« As chaſt Diana's face, is, now, grown black— 

« Like my own viſage | — If there be cords or 


knives, 
5 Poiſon, 
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ce Poiſon, or fire, or ſuffocating ſtreams, 
ce JIl not endure it. — wou'd I were ſatisfy d 


Wr ſee, in this ſpeech, Doubt, inflam'd in- 
to agony. It is ſtill, indeed, diſtruſt ; but it is, 
at the ſame time, Indignation and Bitterneſs. — 
And this is the utmoſt pitch, whereto Jealou- 
ſy (as Jealouſy) can by nature extend itſelf — 
For the leaſt ſtep beyond it, is Anger ; which, 
unleſs mix'd with, and reſtrain'd by, ſome 
tempering. conceit of uncertainty, is no longer 
the Jealouſy we are conſidering —— but a diſ- 
tinct and new paſſion : the effect, it is true, of 
the former — yet, itſelf, of a quite different 
ſpecies. 


So that Jealouſy can be divided no farther, 
than into the two foregoing diſtinctions. 


APPLI 
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APPLICATION 9g. 
How an Actor is to expreſs Wonder. 


DEFINITION. 


Wonder, is inquiſitive Pear. 


It is an ebb of ſpirits, ruſhing back upon the 
heart ; but leaving an alarm upon the muſcles, 
that invigorates them toward defence and op- 
poſition: No actor can imitate this Paſſion 
with its natural propriety and force, without 
dividing its idea, into the following two de- 
grees of diſtinction: 


Tux firſt degree is Amagement — the ſe- 
cond is Aſtoniſhment. 


In Amazement, the conception catching a- 
larm from the image of ſomething ſtrangely, 
or unnaturally terrible, the nerves upon a 
ſtart of apprehenſion brace, at once, into an 
in voluntary rigour of intenſeneſs — under a 
defenſive diſpoſition of the Will — that wou' d 


reſiſt, and repel, the object. 
3 _ Bur, 
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Bur, in Aſtoniſhment, the recoil of the ani- 
mal ſpirits, hurried back in two precipitate a 
motion, drive the blood upon the heart with 
ſuch oppreſſive redundance, as, retarding circu- 
lation, almoſt ſtagnates the vital progreſſion: 
and arreſting the breath, eyes, geſture, and e- 
very power and faculty of the body, occafions 
an interruption of their ſeveral uſes, that wou'd | 
bring on an actual cęſſation but, that the rea- 
ſon, ſtruggling ſlowly to relieve the apprehen- 
ſion, gives a kind of heſitative articulation to 
the utterance, and gradual motion and recove- 
ry to the Look, the Limbs, and the Counte- 
Nance. 


In the following lines from Hamlet, we ſhall 
ſee an inſtance of the firſt degree of wonder ; 
while it reaches only to Amazement; and 
ſuſpends, not ſtagnates, the free motion of the 
blood and ſpirits : _ 


« O, day, and night! — but this is wond'rous 
ſtrange !” Es 


vol. IV. = = 
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And, again : 
« Angels! and Miniſters of grace! defend me 
e Bethoua Spirit of light — or Goblin damn'd, 
Bring with the airs from Heaven, or blaſts 

from Hell, 

Be thy intents wicked or charitable, — 
ce Thou com'ſt in ſuch a queſtionable Shape, 
That I wil ſpeak to thee ! 


THERE 1s manifeſt, in the beginning of this 
Speech, the ſtarting ſpring upon the nerves, that 
follows the firſt ſhock of apprehenſion — 


I the middle, is diſcern'd, as plainly, the 
flow, ſtruggling, reaſoning, recollection of the 
ſhaken underſtanding. 


AND, in the two concluding lines, the reſo- 
lution of recover'd firmneſs, to examine, and 
determine ſtedfaſtly. 


Bur, in examples, where the Paſſion riſes to 
Aſtoniſhment, as in this, below, from Belmour 
ſce an almoſt total deprivation, for the time, of 
all the powers of ſenſe and motion — except | 
_ only 
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only, that exerted reaſon, labouring againſt op- 
preſſive congelation, barely ſeems to hold 
breath in, by force; and make life ſenſible. 
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" I feel my blood 
te Cool and grow thick; as melted lead flows [if 
heavy, 4 ; 


e And hardens, in its motion. A little longer, 
&© And I, who have a heart already marble — 
© Shall petrify de pg be — a ſtatue. 
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Ir wou'd be impoſſible, after an actor had 
conceived an idea correſpondent to the picture, 
in the words in this, not to impreſs every linea- 
ment of the Paſſion upon his Look, and every 
Attitude of it upon his Geſture; and, then, 
the Tone of his voice, concurring, cannot fail 
to ſound the ſlow, conflicting fruggle of 
Aſtoniſhment. | 
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APPLICATION io. 


How the Paſſion of Love, is to be expreſs'd, by 
an Actor, 


DEFINITION. 


Love, is Deſire kept temperate by Reverence. 


It is expanded ſoftneſs, in the heart; indulg'd 
attachment in the fancy; and an awe (from 
fear to be diſtaſteful, where we wiſh to pleaſe) 
upon the ſpirits : It can never, therefore, right- 
ly be expreſs'd, without a Look of apprehen- 
five tenderneſs, that ſoftens a high brac'd and 
animated air, and caſts a modeſt cloud of dif- 
fidence, over too quick a ſenſe of tranſport. 
And thus we are come, at laſt, to a Paſſion, 
the true name whereof might be Legion; for 
it includes all the other, in all their degrees 
and varieties. It has therefore been poſtpon'd, 
and kept to bring up the rear; tho', from the 
weight and extent of its influence, it ought to 
have taken place in the front of the number. 


THERE is, however, Independent on its au- 
xiliary and occaſional paſſions, a diſtin air, 


geſture, 
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geſture, look, and manner of ſpeaking, pecu- 
liar to Love, in its ſerene and unruffled impreſ- 
ſiveneſs. And becauſe there are not many Ac- 
tors, in whom, nature has done all that appears 
neceſſary, for expreſſing the genteelneſs, and 
the ſoftneſs, together with the freedom, and 
the fire, which unite their contraries, of ſetting 
off the ſpirit of this Paſſion, it is neceſſary to 
reflect a little on the reaſon, Why it is com- 


mon to ſee Love, unfeelingly, affectedly, and 


even ridiculouſly acted, in our Theatres. 


Tux lazy cauſe, is want of Tenderneſs, or 
at leaſt of Apphcation, to conceive the true idea. 
— For this paſſion, more than any other, lends 
a tongue, to every Look, and ſheds an elo- 
quence on every Motion.— It cannot bear, 
then, a cold, formal, Emptineſs; a big, broad, 
mellow, Troll, of ſmooth unanimated wordi- 
neſs. —It aſks for Szul, — in thought, air, 
movement. — It exacts ſuch ſtrict confede- 
racy between the heart, the mien, the eye, and 
tongue, that it difdains to pardon a bold, volu- 
ble, and lecture-like (however mußten and 


ſounding) inſignificancy. e 
7 Tux 


7 


'% 
; 

{ 
i 
; \ 
1 
1 
A: 
43: 
4 , 
3533 
WM" o 
4 
N. 
14 
1 
1 1 

FT 
| it 
7 
. 
l; 
. 


r . Ä ,.. 
— — 


376 AN ESSAY ON TRHE 

Taz idea, then, to be conceived by one, wha 
wou'd expreſs Love, elegantly, is that of Joy, 
combin'd with Pear. 


IT is a conſcious and triumphant ſwell of 
Hope, intimidated by reſpectful apprehenſion of 
offending, where we long to ſeem agreeable, 
It is the exhalation of a ſoft deſire, which, to 
the warmth inſpir'd by wiſhes, joins the mo- 
deſty of a ſubmiſſive doubtfulneſs. — 


IT is Complaint, made amiable, by Grace- 
fulneſs ; Reproach, endear'd by Tenderneſs; 
and Rapture aw'd by Reverence. 


Wirnour a previous fix'd idea of the Paſ- 
ſion, in this natiye light, the fineſt of all hu- 
man voices wou' d, in vain, attempt to touch it 
tender:y. And this might be immediately 
found evident to the attentive Actor's ear, in 
making trial on ſume ſpeech, like this of Ed- 
gar, in the Tragedy of AO; 


Why have thoſe piercing ches, ſo ill diſtin- 
guiſh' d | 


« The 
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*« The rev'rence of my ardour ? Licence and 
Freedom, | 

« Wou'd, in y preſence, be difloly'd to awe, 

« And flow in ſighs, to ſoften ou: — This 
hand ! 

« Oh! give it me—and I will ſwear, upon it, 

e That my charm'd ſpirits never roſe, till now, 

ce In ſuch a tide of extaſy ! — that heaven 

« Has left your Sex in ſhade, to light up Yu, 

« With every grace, that ſwells deſire in mor- 
tals ; | 


« Or gives your guardian angel, Pride, to view 
you! 


- — — 


Hee, if the zerves are barced, with proper 
warmth, to the high pitch of Joy, and the in- 
clining Look divided, gracefully, betwixt a ten- 
der Fear, and a triumphant Pleaſure, — every 
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accent will confeſs the Paſſion, in a ſoft, im- 
preſſive, touchingneſs. — Whereas, without 
ſuch previous diſpoſition for attaining the idea, 
the vague, undirected, tone, wou'd ſometimes 
ſound too faint, ſometimes too harſh : and al- 
ways, inſincere, declamatory, and unſtriking. 


B b 4 : I nave 
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I nave done with the Application of the ge- 


neral principle to particular examfles of the 


Paſſions, 


I PROCEED to a juſtification of the Mecha- 
niſm, in the Rules foregoing, by demonſtrating 
its foundation on clear natural cauſes. 


I wiLL only interpoſe a ſhort digrelſion 
for diſcovering the reaſon, why, it is ſo very 
rare to ſee an Actor, elegantly qualify'd to re- 
preſent a Love part, on the Theatre. 


I 841D, before, and ſhall produce the proof 


immediately, that Love e occaſionally, 
all other paſſions. 


He, them: who is not maſter of a power to 
repreſent em ALL, in the diſtinct propriety of 
each, muſt (of neceſſity) — ſo far as his de- 
fect in any one of them, extends — be found an 


incompleat, and diſapprov'd ſuſtainer, of a 
Lover's character. 


Ab that every other, of the Paſſions hi- 
therto deſcrib'd, occurs, occaſionally, in that 
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prehenſive one of Love, ſee proofs, in theſe 
plain inſtances: 


An Example of Joy, in Love. 


Tuo art a cold deſcriber ! — oh! the day! 
The dear remember'd day! when, at the altar, 
Where, in thankſgiving, I had bow'd to heav'n, 
Heaven ſeem'd deſcending on me — my rais'd 
eye | 
Met her flaſh'd charms, amidſt a gazing crowd, 
Who, from the ſcaffolded cathedral's ſides, 
Pour'd their bold looks upon me. — Greatneſs 
and languor 
Flow'd, in a ſoften'd radiance, from her mien, 
And kindled every ſhrine, with new divinity ! 
Sweetneſs ſat ſmiling, on her humid eye-balls, 
And light-wing'd fancy danc'd, and flam'd, 
about her! 


An Example of GRIEr, in Love. 


On! what a dreadful change, in my poor 
heart 
Has one weak moment made ! — ſcorn' d, like 
the vile, h 7 


Diſho- 
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Diſhonour'd, infamous, expell'd for ever, 
J muſt become a wand'rer, round the world 


Meet cold, and hunger ; poverty, and ſhame : 
Anguiſh and inſult — Better all, than man / 


The faithleſs murd'rer, Man! — What am I 


doom'd to ! 
Whom have I truſted l- oh! revenging heav'n! 
See my diftreſs, and puniſh me with more. 
I cannot be too wretched. --- Begone, deceiver. 
I would not curſe thee --- I will not with thee 
pain : | 
But, never, never, let me ſee thee, more ! 


An Example of FEAR, in Love. 


SHeg's gone --- and i am left, to walk the 
world, 


Like a pale ſhade, that ſhuns the paths of men. 


Light ſearches me too deep: my conſcious ſoul, 
Starts inward --- and eſcapes the eye of day. 
Oh! boſom peace, now loſt! --- were there, 
in guilt, 
No weight more painful, thanthis lour of brow, 
Yet, ſhun it all --- you, who have hearts, like 


men === 
That you may raiſe the front, and look, like 
virtue. 


An 
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An Example of Anczs, in Love. 


PATIENCE ! --- curſe patience - way do'ft 
thou talk of patience, 
With the ſame breath, the ſame cold, taſteleſs 
calmneſs, 
That ſpoke diſtraction to me? Haſt thou not 
told me, 
That ſhe confeſſes it? that this proud beauty, 


This haughty, fierce, difdainful, marbly virtue, 


That ſcorn'd my honeſt paſſion — this auſtere 
frowner ! 
Has been --- perdition on the name ! twou'd 
| choak me. 
Haſt thou not fir d me, with the baſeſt truth, 

That ever ſtung the heart of a fool lover? 

And doſt thou talk of patience ! --- give it to 
| ſtateſmen : 
I ſpurn the ſervile leflon. --- Patience, ſaid'ſt 

> thou? 
Rage and deſpair have broke upon my ſoul, 
And waſh'd away all patience. 
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An Example of Pity, in Love. 


. When the blood boils, and beauty fires the 
ſoul, 

What will the tongue not ſwear ? diſcretion, 
then, 

Does, with a peacock's feather, fan the ſun, 

Yet, in the midſt of all my wild defires, 

Thou wert the warmeſt with, my heart purſu'd. 

My love, to thee, was permanent, and ſtrong. 

Thy beauties were my — theme and 
night 

Grew charming, by ſoft dreams of thy perfec- 


tion. 
Still, I regard thee, with the ſame defires ; 


Gaze, with the ſame tranſporting pity, on thee, 
As dying fathers bleſs a weeping child with. 


An Example of SCORN, in Love. 


Yes! virtue  — thou haſt every well-known 
virtue, 
That thy whole ſex is fam'd for: — kind, ſoft 
virtues! 
Spleen, affectation, pride, ill- nature, noiſe, 
Lightneſs 
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Lightneſs in reaſon, inſolence in will; 
 Giddy ambition's ever- varied whirl : 

Wiſhes, that change, till even diſtaſte grows 
pleaſing : 

And tenderneſs, all tir'd, makes room for fury. 

Virtues ? ---- immortal Gods! your beſt- 
weigh'd virtues 

Serve but to ſmile deceit, from heart to heart, 

Till, for your idol, dear variety! 

Loathing an angel's form, you graſp a devil's ! 


An example of HATRED, in Love. 


Bane of my peace, life, fame! — my ſick- 
ning ſoul 
Shrinks, with indignant ſhame from her idea! 
All that ſhe once betray'd me to believe, 
Turns poiſon on my fancy. Each loath'd 
beauty, 
Serves but to feed the fire, with which J hate 
her. 
I know her to the heart ; I ſee her, now, 
Not through her ſmiles — I reach her thro' 
1 her falſehood, | 
View her, all black with guilt ; all baſe, with 
infamy. e en | 
Light, 
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Light, and eluſive, as the wand' ring fires; 
Which gleam, deſtructive, on the edge of 
night, 
And tempt, to way- laid fens, the flatter'd tra- 
veller. 


Oh! I eou d curſe her all-bewitching charms, 
That (ſhun'd and hated) ſtill perſiſt to hold me, 
And hang their drowning graſp about my fancy. 


An Example of JtALousy, in Love. 


BuT why, and whence, her tears ? thoſe 
looks ? her flight ? 
That grief, ſo ſtrongly ſtamp'd, on every fea- 
ture ! 
If it has been that Frenchman--what a thought! 
How low, how horrid, a ſuſpicion, that ! 
The dreadful flaſh, at onee, gives light, and 
kills me. 
An infidel ! a flave ! --- a 3 like mine, 
Reduc'd to ſuffer, from ſo vilè a rival! 
But, tell me, didſt thou mark them, at their 
parting ? 
Did'ſt thou obſerve the language of their eyes? 
Hide nothing from me.---Is my love betray'd ? 
| Tell 
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Tell me my whole diſgrace. --- Nay ! if thou 
trembleſt, 
I hear thy pity ſpeak, tho' tho art ſilent. 


An Example of WoNDER, in Love. 
1 8TAND#mmoveable — like ſenſeleſs marble ! 
Horror had frozen my ſuſpended tongue, 
And an aſtoniſh'd filence robb'd my will 
Of power, to tell her — that ſhe ſhock'd my 
ſoul. 
Spoke ſhe to ne ſure, I mifunderſtood her! 
Cou'd it be me, ſhe left ! — what have I feen'!! 
Oraſmin! what a change is here! ſhe's gone! 
And I permitted it — I know not how. 


An Example of Love, unmx'd and ſolitary, 


OH ! let them never love, who never try'd. 
They brought a paper to me, to be ſign'd: 
Thinking on him, I quite forgot my name; 
And writ, for Leonora, Torriſmond. 

I went to bed, and, to myſelf, I thought, 

That I wou'd think on Torriſmond no more. 

I clos'd my eyes, but could not ſhut out him. 

Tumbling, I try'd each downy corner's aid, 

To find if ſleep was there; but ſleep was not. 
Fev'riſh, 
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Fev'riſh, for want of reſt, I roſe, and walk'd, 
And by the moonſhine, to my window, went : 
There, hopeful, to exclude him, from my 

thoughts — 

But, looking out, upon the neighb'ring plains, 
Soft ſighs, unſummon'd, whiſper'd, to my ſoul, 
There fought my Torriſmond. 


I BELIEVE, that it remains evident, by this 
time, that the Lover's comprehends 4 ſerious 
dramatic characters, that an actor can expect 


to ſhine by, — let us ceaſe, then, to wonder, 
that we can ſo ſeldom ſee it touch'd, upon the 
Theatres. | 


AND, now, we will conſider the natural 
foundation of that mechaniſm, in the art de- 
ſcribed, whereby the ſprings are mov'd, to re- 
preſent the paſſions, outwardly. 


IT will have been obſerved, that their ſpe- 
cific differences are far from being ſo remote, 
as the repugnance of the paſſions wou'd ap- 
pear to place them. 


See 
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See this, in all the ten Examples : : 
Joy is expreſſed by muſcles intenſe — and 2 
ſmile in the eye. 


ANGER, by muſcles intenſe — and a frown 


in the eye. 
PiTy, by muſcles intenſe — and a ſadneſs in 
the eye. 
HaTRED, by muſcles intenſe — and averſion 
, In the eye. | 
WonDER, by muſcles intenſe — and an awful 
alarm in the eye. 
Love, by muſcles intenſe — and a reſpe&tful 
attachment in the eye. 
Grey, by neither muſcles, nor eye intenſe — 
but both languid. 
Feas, by muſcles and look both languid — 
with an alarm, in eye, and motion. 
Scorn, by muſcles languid, and neglected — 
with a ſmile in the eye, to expreſs 


the /ight, or a frown in the eye, for 


the ſerious ſpecies. 

JzaLovsy, by muſcles intenſe, and the look 
penſive; or the look intenſe, and 
muſcles languid, interchangeably. 


Vor. IV. Cc And 
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And, if the natural cauſes of ſuch near re- 
ſemblance, in the mechaniſm of oppoſite paſ- 
ſions, be enquir'd into, they will, all, be 
EVIDENTLY DEDUC'D FROM the reflections 
following : 


QuztsTiIoONs and ANSWERS. 


Demonſtrating the natural cauſes of the Mecha- 
niſm, in the Rules foregoing. 


QUESTION I. 
24 HY is joy expreſs d, by muſcles intenſe, 


and, a ſmile in the eye ? 


ANSWER. 
(From the Definition ) 
Joy is pride poſleſs'd of triumph. — Pride 
and triumph give inflated ideas, and high 
rais'd and bold conception. 


But the muſcles muſt be intenſe, when 
they expreſs elevation. 


Becauſe, relax'd nerves are peculiar to de- 
preſs'd conception. 


And 
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And the eye muſt be ſmiling, before it can 
paint ſatisfaction. 


Becauſe, a frown would imply diſcontent; 
and to conceive joy, with diſpleaſure, is a 
falſe, becauſe unnatural, impreſſion. 


QUESTION II. 


Why is anger expreſs'd, by muſcles in- 


tenſe, and a frown in the eye? 


ANSWER. 
Anger is pride provok'd, beyond regard of 
caution — Uncautious pride exults in menaces 
and arrogance. 


But, neither arrogance nor menace can 
conſiſt with relaxation of the nerves. 


Becauſe, flack muſcles, are a conſequence 


of weak and faint, not boakipl and avow 'd 
ideas. — 


The eye, 100, in this paſlion, is over- 
clouded by a frown. 


Becauſe, it catches ſenſe of indignation, 
from vindictive and diſtaſteful image, and 
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not to ſe that outward mark of the mind, 
agitation, inwardly, would be aſſuming a 
DISGUISE, to cover ſenſibility ; — a prudence, 
never natural, in anger ; becauſe its great cha- 
racteriſtic property, is raſh and open inſult. 


QUESTION III. 


Why is pity expreſs'd, by muſcles intenſe, 
and a ſadneſs in che eye? 


ANSWER. 


Pity is active grief, for another's afflic- 
tions. But we never can fincerely mourn 
diſtreſſes when we do not feel them touch- 


ingly. 
Whatever we ſo feel, we [ok — by natural 


inclination, and neceſſity. 


No viſage but a ſad one, therefore, can 
con/;/# with the diſtreſs of pity. 


But the muſcles, to expreſs this paſſion, 
muſt be brac'd. bo 


| Becauſe, whatever we pity, we intenſely 
wiſh to give relief to; and, ſince the will, 
when 
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when active, compels active fibres; it re- 
mains a natural conſequence, that this ſeem- 
ing contrariety, between the geſture and the 
look, is the true medium to expreſs com- 
paſſion. 


For, being nature's own effect, when ſhe 
impreſſes marks of pity, in her uſual man- 
ner, — art, aſſuming the ſame outward ſprings 


to work by, cannot fail to repreſent her, 101th 
exactneſs. 


QUESTION IV. 


Why is hatred expreſs'd, by tlie muſcles 
intenſe and aver/ion in the eye? 


ANSWER. 


Hatred is reſtrain'd, yet laſting anger. 
— Anger inflames the will, and as the 
will, becoming active, actuates the muſcles, 
they muſt neceſſarily be ſtrain'd hard; and 
prompt to violent exertion, when they would 
expreſs this paſſion properly. 


But, then, — as it is anger not thrown out — 
but patient, cover'd, and reſtrain'd ; the eye 
Cc2 witk- 
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withdraws itſelf from a diſtaſteful object, to 
imply averſion, in reſtraint of fury, 


And herein conſiſts the natural diſtintion 
that paints hatred, on the outward lineaments. 


QUESTION V. 


Why is wonder expreſs'd, by muſcles in- 
tenſe, and an awful alarm in the eye? 


ANSWER. 


Wonder is inquiſitive fear. — As it is inquiſt- 
tive it is ſtedfaſt, and demands firm muſcles. 


But as it is fear, it cannot juſtly be ex- 
preſs'd, without the marks of apprehenſion, 
and alarm, 


Were this alarm a too diſturb'd one — full 


of motion and anxiety, it would paint fear, 
inſtead of wonder ; and could carry no con- 
ſiſtence with braced muſcles. 


It is therefore firmly nerv'd, becauſe inqui- 
ſitive with purpoſe of defence. 


And fo, this application, of alarm, — with 
reſolution to examine ſtedfaſtly — muſt conſti- 


tute 
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tute a nervous, awful, fix'd attentiveneſs ; and 
give the the picture of the paſſion naturally, 


QUESTION VI. | 


Why is /ove expreſs d, by muſcles intenſe, 
and a reſpectful attachment in the eye? | 1 


ANSWER. 3 


Love is defire kept temperate, by reve- 
rence — Deſire muſt be attach'd; and as, f 
in love, its object is a viſible one, deſire of 1 
objects viſible muſt ſhew itſelf, moſt plainly, .-i 
in the eye. | 1 


But then, our fear to give diſtaſte, attem- j 
pering deſire with reverence, creates reſpect- 
ful ſoftneſs in the look, and attitude, 1 


And this external ſoftneſs being ſtrengthen'd, 1 
by an inward brace upon the nerves, (the na- 
tural conſequence of hope and joy) enliven- 1 
ing reverence by effuſion of a ſparkling plea- 
ſure, there is tranſmitted to the eye, the ear, 
and heart, of an attentive audience, the ſame 1 
impreſſion, which the actor's ſpirits are im- | 


pell'd by. 


1 QE. 
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QUESTION VI. 


Why is grief expreſs'd, by neither muſcles, 
or look intenſe, but both Ianguid ? 


ANSWER. 


Grief is diſappointment, void of hope. 
But muſcles, brac'd intenſe, imply hope, 
ſtrongly. 


And a ſpirited vivacity in the eye is the 
effect of pleaſure, and of elevation. 


Theſe are naturally conſiſtent with a paſ- 
ſage that depreſſes; which grief manifeſtly 


does. 


Becauſe depreſſion ſlackens all the nerves ; 
and nerves unbrac'd deject the look, and air, 
in neceſſary conſequence. 


And therefore, a relaxed mein, and lan- 
guid eye, muſt form the trueff picture of a 
natural ſorrow. 


QUE S- 
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QUESTION VII. 
Why is fear expreſs'd by languid look 


and muſcles, with alarm in eye and mo- 1 
tion ? | 

it 

ANSWBR "I 

| 

; 


Fear is grief, diſcerning, and avoiding 
danger. — As it is grief, it muſt depreſs the 1 
ſpirits, and unbrace the muſcles; whence 
the languid air becomes adapted, and cha- 
racteriſtic. 


But, as it is a grief, not careleſs and re- 
ſign'd, but apprehenſive, fugitive, and ſtart- 
ing, it demands a lightneſs in the motion; 
with a watchful, though unanimated ſharp- 
neſs in the eye. 


Becauſe, the fancy has conceiv'd idea of 

a threat'ning miſchief ; but, the object over- 

charging the imagination has relax'd the 
| unconcurring fibres into a debility, unable to 


a | obey 
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obey the will; which, therefore, but evades 
and not reſiſts, the danger. 


QUESTION IX. 


Why is ſcorn expreſs'd, by languid muſcles, 
with a ſmile, upon the eye, in the light ſpe- 
cies; or a frown, 70 hit the ſerious ? 


ANSWER, 

Scorn 1s negligent anger, — It inſinu- 
ates therefore, by a voluntary ſlackneſs, or 
diſarming, of the nerves, a known, or a 
concluded, abſence of all power, in the in- 


ſulted object, even to make defence ſeem 
neceſlary. 


And the unbrac'd muſcles are aſſiſted, in 
this ſhow of a contemptuous diſregard, by 
an affected ſmile upon the eye. 


Becauſe, ſlack nerves, if at the ſame time 
the look were alſo languid, would too much 
reſemble ſorrow, or even fear; whereas the 
pur poſe is diſdain, and inſult, 


And 
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And though in more provoking ſerious 
caſes, where the ſcorn admits diſturbance, it 
aſſumes ſome ſenſe of anger; it muſt, ſtill, 


retain the ſlack unguarded languor on the 
nerves — leſt it ſhould ſeem to have conceiv'd 
impreſſions of ſome eſtimable, or important, 
weightineſs — where its deſign is utter diſ- 
regard, and negligence. 


QUESTION X. 
Why is jealouſy expreſs'd, by muſcles in- 


tenſe, and the look penſive -— or by the look 


intenſe, and muſcles languid, interchange- 
ably ? 


Jealouſy is doubtful anger, ſtru ggling 


againſt faith, and pity, — It is a tenderneſs, 


reſiſted by reſentment of ſuſpected injury; 
and, thence, the zerves, brac'd ſtrong, im- 
ply determination of revenge and puniſh- 
ment. — While at the ſame time a ſoft, pen- 
ſive 


; 
| 
g 
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five heſitation in the eye, confeſſes a reluc- 
tance at the heart to part with, or efface, a 
gentle and indulg'd idea, 


Sometimes again, 'tis rage at a concluded 
infidelity ; — and, then, the eye receives, and 
flaſhes out, the ſparklings of inflam'd ideas ; 
while the muſcles, counteracting the will's 
violence, from a repreſſive diſpoſition of the 


heart, grow ſlack, and loſe their ſpring ; and, 


ſo, diſarm, or mollify, enrag'd imagination. 


And from this unſettled wavering in the 
balance of the purpoſe — where the heart and 


judgment weigh each other, and both ſcales, 
by turns, preponderate, is deduced, a GLOW- 
ING PICTURE of this paſſion. 


I nave travell'd, now, through ten pathetic 
ſtages ; where an actor muſt not ſtop for reſt, 
as in his other journies, but for labour; and ſuch 
a labour will he truly find it (if he enters natu- 
rally into the demand of thoſe ſtrong paſſions) 


that neither mind nor body can be capable of 
chuſing 
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chuſing a more healthfully fatiguing exer- 
ciſe. 


And this remark brings into my remem- 
brance a great and general miſtake among 
the players, at rehearſal; where it is their 
common practice, to mutter over their parts 
inwardly; and keep in their voices; with 
a miſ-imagin'd purpoſe of preſerving them, 
againſt their evening ading. — Whereas the 
ſureſt natural means of ſtrengthening their 
delivery would be, to warm, dephlegm, and 
clarify the thorax, and the wind-pipe, by 
_ exerting (the more frequently the better) 
their fulleſt power of utterance ; — thereby to 
open and remove all heſitation, roughneſs, 
or obſtruction — and to tune their voices, by 
effect of ſuch continual exerciſe, into habi- 
tual mellowneſs; and eaſe of compaſs, and 
inflexion ; —juſt from the ſame reaſon why 
an active body is more ſtrong and healthy, 
than a ſedentary one. 


I will 
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I will go on, to the remaining eight di- 
viſions; wherein I hope, may be included 
the whole art; in all its duties, and its 
ornaments. 


Cetera deſunt, 
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